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PREFACE. 



In these days of locomotive enterprise, a Lady's 
ride of some hundreds of miles does not excite 
much astonishment^ and still less requires any 
apology. 

Few, if any, will accuse her of unfeminine 
conduct in the desire to avail herself of a 
faTourite exercise in combination with her 
wish to see the world; nor will many, it is 
hoped, be inclined to attribute to her any 
intention of making herself conspicuous by 
selecting a mode of satisfying her curiosity 
which, though not very common, is at least not 
without precedent, and such precedent as must 
prove it to be perfectly consistent with female 
modesty and ladylike manners. 
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Were it needfal» I might instance the Author 

of Letters from the South." Those who have 
read her work cannot but allow that it is quite 
a picture of amiable womanhood, and jet she 
stretched her equestrian wanderings as far as 
Asia Minor. 

" A Ride through France and Italy " is not 
the work of a cavalry officer, but of a delicate, 
iaur-haired daughter of £ngland ; and, look as 
closelj as you may into its contents^ you will not 
find a word or a thought inconsistent with her 
sex and station. 

Have not Lady Sale, Lady Enroll, Mrs. Ford, 
and Mrs. Duberly made experience of eques- 
trian, and even of warlike life, with honour, 
rather than stain, to their vrife-like qualities ? 

I hope I may quote all these examples without 
meaning to compare my humble excursion to 
their more heroic deeds. 

Whoever will venture to look into the stereo- 
scope of these few leaves will, at most, find 
some Italian landscapes and a few character 
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portraits, taken in the Bomagna, the Marches 
of Ancona, and the beautiful valleys of Savoy ; 
and I trust they will not be offended by some 
occasional notices of gratitude and affection to 
those two fiaithful four-footed servants to whom 
I owe much of the serene enjoyment of my 
journey. 



Digitized by Google 



DATS ON HORSEBACK 



CHAPTER 1. 



A BIDE FBOU BOMB TO LOBETO. 



**Der FrilTiliTig ist die lavie^ die tanande^ taaseod* 
fltmumgo Natnipaiiode.'* 



rj^HE highest tree top on Monte Pincio had 
but just caught the first ray of the rising sun^ 
when, on a bright May morning, I rode through 
the " Porta del Popoio»" in company with some 
yery dear friends. 

Through the Via Flaminia» the little train 
made its way over the fragrant, and still quiet 
Campagna. The splendid prospect, and the 
pleasant converse of Mends» had made only too 
short the seven miles we had passed over, when 
we amved at Prima Porta, the point at .which 
those friends were to bid me farewell. 

It was Ascension Day, a festival which made 
even this little collection of poor dwellings^ 

B 
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scarcely meriting the name of a town, look gay. 
Fictm^que groups of peasants, who had come 
frofli far aud aear to celebrate the day, were 
kneeling at the open door of the small chapel, 
the narrow dimensions of which were quite in- 
sufficient for the concourite now assembled. Such 
a devotiona] stillness reigned within the holiday- 
decorated walls, that the words of the officiating 
priest plainly reached our ears. The last *^Ite 
missa est" was spoken ; the dismissed congrega- 
tion left the modest temple, the kneeling wor- 
shippers without arose, and not a few glances 
of curiosity and wonder were cast upon our 
little cavalcade. 

On many a dull winter's day, on many a 
sunny spring evening, have I ridden through 
Prima Porta, Uttle, dreammg that this cold and 
lonely village^ empty as it always appeared to 
me, could thus assume the pleasurable aspect 
which, under the influence of a brilliant morn- 
ing and a few picturesq^ue costumes and figures, 
it now wore* 

The sudden sound of a bell dose by me in- 
terrupjbed my reflections. My companions, 
notwithstanding the hour of the day, were 
determined to salute me with the discharge of a 
champagne cork ! £ach soon held in hand a 
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glass of tlie sparkling bevenige. Each drank 
Iraartlly to my health and safe journey, and 
when their lips had drained the festive cup» the 
parting moment aniTed. 

A heartfelt " Lebewohl,'' and I rode on my 
way alone. 

And now that my friends have left me, and 
that you, my dear reader, will henceforth be my 
sole companion, pardon me if I begin with a 
description of my escort ! It is soon done, for 
it consists only of my Italian groom. 

Giuseppe is not the man for a hne livery and 
white gloves, but a stout son of a rough peasant, 
bom at Cori, and his career as a rider com- 
menced in the ranks of the Papal dragoons. 
He will also do the duties of a house servant 
(for what will he not willingly do, except wear 
a livery ?), but bis present employment is more 
to his taste ; and not only his blunt manner and 
soldier-like bearing, but also his proved probity, 
and his thorough knowledge of everything 
relating to horses, and above all, his excellent 
temper, make him invaluable to me, in such an 
eiXpedition as the present. 

The "Corese" is mounted on a stately roan, 
of the Pisan breed, whose courage and strength 
denote his fitness for a long march. As he 
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brought his certificate of baptism with him into 
the world, in the shape of a large black 
mustache (aa uncommoii» bnt» it is said, indis- 
putable mark of a good horse), it was impossible 
to name him otherwise than " Baffoni.*** 

But my own beautiful sorrel, I must also in- 
troduce to you, who, not less fit for a journej 
than Baffoni» differs from him only in a finer 
form, and purer blood. His sire, a true 
Arabian, was said to be one of those which the 
Orand Seignor presented, some years ago, to 
the Holy Father. As soon as I became ac- 
quainted with the excellent qualities of this fine 
animal, I was inclined to call him Tesoro 
but the firm and graceful manner in which he 
places his foot on the ground, and the elegance 
with which he holds his head and moves his 
body, insured him the less elegant, but more 
expressive, name of Balierino." 

When I have told you of a graceful white 
Italian greyhound, which for beauty, fidelity, 
and understanding, is not to be matched, and 
her puppy of two months old, which I carry in 
a basket hanging from my saddle^ I may close 
the catalogue of my four-footed companions. 



* Aa ampliiicatioa of " Badil " — mustache. 
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With this, my readers will be satisfied ; but» 

to curious and suspicious police ofiicers, wlio let 
nobody pass a gate without asking why, and 
whither, I must answer that I am going to Aix, 
in Savoy, for hygienic reasons. That I go by 
way of Loreto, may, perhaps, excite some 
surprise, but it will presently appear that I am 
not going there as a pilgrim. The riding habit 
is not quite an appropriate pilgrim's weeds, and 
my **Corese'' does not look like a sesrvant of 
the Church. 

The visits of Pio None to the Marches of 
Ancona, and the Romagna, called universal 
attention to that fine but little known country, 
and also awoke in me the wish of seeing it. 
Only a few months before, X ^kad witnessed 
the manner in which the Pope entered upon 
that journey, which led his unhappy subjects to 
combine with it such bright and bold hopes— 
for they thought he was going to open the 
prison doors, and to allow the poor banished " 
to return home without fear. A terribly cold 
wind blew on that inclement morning, and not 
a single ray of the sun succeeded in piercing 
its way through the dark clouds. Under the 
eseort of a host of cardinals and princes, mar- 
shals, noblemen, and full-dressed gendarmes. 
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carriages with six horses, and fourgoDS with 
four, and almost over-ridden by his own 
"Guardia Nobilc," the travelling equipage of 
Pio Nono rattled through the Porta Angelica. 
Far beyond the Ponte Molle, the people stood 
in double row, but not one ^'evviva" followed 
the departmg monarch; the last spark of en- 
thusiasm which he had raised ten years previously, 
having been long, long extinguished. Curiosity, 
and a sullen brooding over suppressed thought^ 
spoke in every glancoi^ as they gazed on a 
travelling cavalcade which looked more like 
a iiight than a pilgrimage. 

^ Happy he," thought I at the sight, ** who 
wears neither crown nor tiara, and who, unob- 
served and unconstrained, can sit on his horse 
and ride to a distant point ; and still happier, if 
friendship have sped him on hb way, and he 
have felt the parting pressure of the kiiid, and 

heard the hearty iieurewelh" 

• # • • 

I need not remind the reader that I started 
from Home on the 21st of May for Loreto. I 
felt like one who has just received a long-wished 
for, but scarcely expected, book, and whose joy 
will not allow him to begin it methodically, 
although he anxiously glances through the 
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leaves. The world seemed to lie open to me. 
That my hones should iail sick, or die^that 
the weather should prove adverse — that the 
roQgh maimers of my servant should get me 
into di£ScuIties — that I might myself break 
down with the &tiga»f all these appeared imr 
possibilities. With the credulous confidence of 
La Foutaine's milkmaid aa to the result of the 
sale of her commodity, I already wandered, in 
imagination, through all the most beautiful 
lands of Europe.— -Switzerland, the Pyrenees, 
Spain and Portugal, were matters of certainty ; 
and new pictures arose of distant ssoneS, to 
which I was hastening with such celerity, that 
the milestones past which I rode were quite 
unheeded, until the sight of the obscure corner, 
called Caste! Nuovo di Porto convinoed me 
that I was still in Europe, OTen still in Italy, 
only eighteen miles from Kome, and that I 
must stop for break&st. 

The inn "Delia Posta"^is at tlie upper end 
of the winding main street. From this elevated 
site, the traveller's eye rests for the last time on 
the plains, and the classic ruins of the Cam- 
pagna, Castel Nuovo lying on its most northern 
boundary : and here we must bid it fEurewell. 

This clean and excellent hotel owes its success 
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chiefly to the cireumBtance of the town beings 

the middle point between liome and Civita 
Vecchia CasteUana* and it is much fireqaented. ^ 

The road follows the direction of the Via 
Flaminia» and was, since Pius VI. formed a 
post load through Nepi, falling into entire 
neglect and disuse, and for its restoration the 
present Pope deserves our thanks. Finished but 
a few years ago, it is now used by all the vettu- 
rini going to Ancona, or to Florence by way of 
Perugia, as they gain by it the advantage of 
level ground and a diminution of distance. 

As soon as the hot midday hours were 
past I again mounted, and proceeded onwards 
towards Civita Vecchia Castellana. The country 
now suddenly assumes an altered character. 
My eye sought in vain the prospects of the 
Roman Campagna, and must be contented with 
the nanow, fenced, cultivated landscape, over 
which spring was scattering the riches of her 
cornucopia. In the fragrant hedges , appeared 
the blossoms of the wild rose, the honeysuckle, 
and the broom. In the shady clumps of southern 
trees, glistened the delicate green of the north- 
ern oak. The corn was already swelling into 
ear, and the scythe of the first mower vras de- 
priving the meadow of its luxuriant growth. 
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An ioterestiug animal world enlivened the pic- 
ture : in lively gambols, untroubled by thonglits 
of the butchers knife, the little lambs were 
bleating^ at their mothers' side; softly coached 
upon the turf, and little dreaming of the hardships 
that must follow this luxurious lifo» lay many a 
foal, under the watchful eye of its dam. From 
among the dark leaves^ the earliest nightingales 
warbled forth their first serenade ; and, browsing 
on the tender buds and young leaves^ stood 
groups of goats^ those classically renowned 
favourites of nature. 

But it was not I alone who enjoyed this 
charming ride; my dog gave me notice of ahnost 
equal enjoyment^ by coursing round me in wild 
ecstasy, now chasing a flight of young birds, now 
anxiously whimpering at the basket which con- 
tained her offspring, and then away she would 
run again. 

Giuseppe seemed to be trying to overcome 

an unequivocal sensation of delight. The en- 
grossing attention which preceded erery, even 
an equestrian, journey, was over. In a comfort- 
able State of carelessness, he held Baffoni back» 
in order that, at uninterrupted leisure, he might 
give bis feelings full play. After we had 
ridden two miles at a fast pace, we passed the 

B 3 
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little town of Eignano, the birthplace of Cesare 
Borgia, which stiU at the present time giyes a 
ducal title to one of the Roman princes. It 
lies seven miles from the mountain ^San 
Martino,'* the site of the Etruscan city of Cagena. 

The high road now winds along the foot of 
Soracte, or, as it is now called, ''Monte Sant 
Oreste,'' The landscape becomes more inter- 
esting at every step» giving a foretaste of the 
splendid effects which attend a nearer approach 
to Civita Vecchia Castellana* The declining 
suu had not yet reached the horizon, and the 
paiple gleams of his slanting rays lit up the 
mediieval forms of the romantically situated 
city; approached by now broader and now 
narrower defiles, it rises upon a plateau of red 
volcanic tophus, having, phoenix-like, sprung 
from the ashes of the Etruscan city which is 
said to have been situated on the same spot, 
and which is at this time a welcome opportunity 
for disputation between the topographers and 
the archaeologists. 

As I have no intention of adding to the 
number of superfluous Handbooiis for Travel- 
leis," or placing another ^ guide " in their already 
overloaded hands, I must be excused, if, while 
I wend my way down the serpentine road, I 
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neither seek to explore the ruins of Etruscan 
walls> grave-like holes and hollows, nor the less 
massive constructions which lie among the rank 
thickets^ bnt onljtiyto give this general notion 
of the surrounding scene. 

I dismounted at the Hotel della Pofita» which 
is one of the best between Rome and Florence, 
and as soon as I had secured good quarters for 
iny horses, I hurried towards the Citadel, in order 
to obtain a view of the line prospect it affords^ 
while yet under tiie eflfect of the setting sun. 

The citadel is an octangular tower, surrounded 
by a triangular outwork, and stands upon an 
isthmus of laud which joins the town with the 
higher ground; and besides the magnificent 
view which it commands, it olfers, in the city 
prison, another object of curiosity to the 
stranger^Gasperone^ the noted brigand, having 
been confined here for many years, and, as at his 
former prison in Givita Vecchia, the govern* 
ment allows him to receive the visits of 
straugers. The quickly approaching twilight 
had already done much to veil the view of the 
Tiber -washed Campagna, and the majestic 
Soracte, as I requested to be conducted to the 
cell of the greyhaired bandit chief. 

A veteran Swiss who, like most of his class, 
had served under the great Napoleon, and told 
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me many anecdotes of his eventful life, took me 
tinder bis guidance, and after threading seTeral 
empty corridors, we came to that wing of the 
building wbere Gasperone and his band were 
confined. The robber chief, surrounded by six* 
teen of his fellow conTietSy who were wfailing 
away the time in smoking and knitting, re- 
ceived me vfdth visible self-conceit^ which I 
scarcely expected from a man who had passed 
the first part of his life in reckless bloodshed, and 
the rest in disgraceful imprisonment; and as I 
contemplated his finely-formed head, his face, 
surrounded with silver hair, expressiye and by 
no means vulgar ; when I remembered that this 
man,afiber the deathof his predecessor Cucumella, 
had been for six years the instigator, or execu- 
tor, of every murder and robbery between Sant 
Agata and Fondi, (he himself boasting that he had 
slain " only " thirty of his fellow creatures with 
his own hand,) I felt that any iSsuth I might have 
had in the philosophy of Lavater or Gall must 
be greatly shaken. 

Gasperone told me that the Pope had offered 
him his freedom two years back, but that no 
mercy would be accepted by him, which was not 
extended to his companions. The whole estab- 
lishment of this robber band did not give 
me at all an idea of a herd of malefactors 
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deprived of their liberty, and might rather be 
likened to a company of traiwlleiB in quaiantine. 
Of chains and gaolers I saw or heard nothing. 
The room was large, the beds good, and cer- 
tainly in no German city society did the art of 
knitting ever flourish more successfully ! The 
hands once used to the dagger and the pistol, 
now moved nothing but the innocent needle; 
one making a jacket, another a night-cap^ and 
another a pair of pantaloons ! Why, however, 
should not Gasperone enjoy all the advantages 
of his position ? Are not, perhaps, the recol- 
lections and the exciting experiences of his 
first thirty years sufficient to make endurable a 
calm and undisturbed old age ? The care of his 
Holiness for this hero of the Church States has 
gone so far as to allow liim the use of tobacco 
and brandy, and bestowed on him a pension of 
two paoli a-day for pocket money ! while a 
pious queen has added to the allowance^ because 
the robber once commanded his band to rescue, 
in a night attack, the daughter of Maria 
CSiristina! 

Oh ! what an insight into world-governing 
charlatanism does not' a visit to this hero of 
thirty murders give one ! Here is this pensioned 
villain, sunning himself in comparative comfort, 

while untold numbers of guiltless victims of tlie 
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cause of freedom pine in erael dungeonSy never 

to see the light of day, till that of their exeeu- 
tioD arrives ! Does it not look as if a temporal 
jodicatnie inquires not into the ^quid,** but 
only into the quomodo " of all deeds ? 

The sun had risen but two hours when, the 
following morning, I pursued my wanderings, 
and the charms of the finely-cultiTated country 
made me insensible to his glowing beams. 

Borghetto, the first place I came to» is only a 
post station, with a few miserable houses around 
it, where the most easily satislied of trareliers 
could hardly take shelter for the night ; but its 
picturesque situation and ruined castle (which 
stillin i798,during the retreat of the French from 
Italy, was frequently garrisoDed) must excite the 
admiration of idi who see it. Close to Bw> 
ghetto we find the " Ponte Felice," a beautiful 
bridge^ built over the Tiber by Augustus Csesar, 
and restored by Sixtus V., joining Etmria and 
Umbria. A few miles onward we approach 
the village of Atricoli, occupying the site of 
the ancient "Ocriculum," the first place in 
Umbria which voluntarily submitted to tite 
Roman yoke. In the year 1848, when a short- 
lived blaase of hope of freedom roused the Boman 
people into a sort of feverish energy and activity, 
they managed to make the Tiber navigable for 
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small steamers as fiur as Ponte Felice; bat tbe 

accommodation on board is so abominable, that 
it is onlj used by the common folk, and now 
and then some enthusiast artist — never by any 
more sensitive tourists. 

After a hot ride of five hours I reached the 
old Umbrian town of Narni, which, placed on a 
hill, with its ancient tower and monasteiy, over^ 
looks the valley of the Nera and its fruitful 
plain as far as the Apennines. The splendid 
bridge which Augustus Narni erected across the 
river has been celebrated by Martial in his 
epigram '^ad Namiam.'' 

" Sed jam pvtee mihi, nec abutcro, Namia^ Qomto, 
Peipetao lifieafe sio ftiU ponie £nii,'' 

Other authors have also spoken of its majestic 
arches, as being the most colossal of that time. 

While the horses were enjoying their mid-day 
rest and refreshment^ I followed the ragged 
road which lies between the town and the point 
where the Nera flows through the richly wooded 
"valley till her vranderings join the Tiber. Here, 
where the imperial bridge once joined the two 
riiores and carried the Via Flaminia over the 
river, the ruins of its massive arches span 
to this day a part of the stream. Only two 
arches on the right bank have succumbed to the 
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effects of time. SoiTOimded by the beautiful 
scene, their ruins form an incomparable picture, 
while the fallen white marble blocks, unbe- 
smeared with mortar, uninjured by iron cramps, 
Ke at their foot in virgin purity. 

£nraptnred with the sights and careless which 
way I went, I came unexpectedly upon the high 
roadt where one of the triumphal arches lately 
raised in honour of the Pope's progress met my 
eyesy and brought me back from the past to the 
present. I will not trouble the reader with the 
bombastic Latin inscription which appeared on 
the &ce of this extemporaneous structure : I 
will only say that it was of classic style and un- 
objectionable proportions, and tastefully deco- 
rated. The only pity was that it was built of 
wood and canvas^ and not of marble! One 
might have annihilated it with a blow ! 

Giuseppe met me, on my way to the inn, with 
the ill tidings that ^ BaiToni would not eat his 
provender !" I hastened to the stable, and found 
the poor beast with cold ears and staring eyeia^ 
and holding bis head in a lifeless manner. 
Haye you sent for a doctor?'' said I. 

doctor could do him no good, Signora, 
This illness^ which probably will go off to-mor- 
zow, is but the consequence of to-day's long 
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journey. My idea is to send the saddle-bags on 

by a Yctturino to Terni, and that we should fol- 
low as soon as the horse is better ; and there we 
shall find a better stable, and a doctor, if we 
want one." 

This advice I took, and an improvement in 

the horse's condition soon enabled us to act 
upon it, though I could not shut my eyes to 
the fact that the sky was being overspread with 
clouds, and that a storm was far from unlikely. 

We had proceeded only three miles from 
Nami, when the storm, coming from two oppo- 
site sides, met over our head. It hailed, it 
rained, it thundered, and it lightened, in so 
fearful a manner, that going onward was not 
to be thought of, and, indifierent whether it 
were hut or hovel, we sought the first building 
that was to be found. With that intelligence 
which all horses show in the time of danger, 
Ballerino and BaflToni hastened on, until we 
fidund ourselves in a walled building, where we 
could just hope to be kept from the hail and 
streaming rain. 

In spite of the angry barking of dogs, and the 
screaming of disturbed fowls and their frightened 
progeny— in spite of the shrieks of flying chil- 
dren and their scolding mothers, we made good 
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our entrance into the cottage, and found the 
needful shelter for ourselves and our horses. 
As the inhabitants soon discoYered that we had 
none but peaceful intentions^ they all came back 
together, and the universal uproar subsided into 
friendly talk, which (as never fiedls to be the case 
in Italy) ended in begging. 

In about an hour the stcurm had spent its 
fury, but no fiiendly sunshine foretold a finer 
afternoon, and as, in mj waterproof cover- 
ing, I set forth again on my way to Temi, a 
more gentle, but continuous, rain fell, and the 
prospect of the beautiful valley through which 

I was ridirjo^ was almost as effectually concealed 
from my eyes as a Turkish lady in a tashmac is 
firom those of the public. 

Night fell over us before we arrived at Temi, 
which, owing to its wool and silk fabriques, is a 
town of some magnitude. It is the successor 
of the ancient ^Interamna," which gave the 
historian Tacitus to classical literature, and the 
rulers Tacitus and Florian to the fioman im- 
perial dynasty. 

At the Hotel della Posta I found a civil host 
and a good lodging ; but it was not my objeet 
to remain there. The '^Caduta delie Marmore " 
was known to me by a former visit, and it is 
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noti I thinks advisaUe to trouble my readers 

with another deecription of that often described 
wonder! Those who have read ia the true 
spirit the glorious Terses of Bjron, in which he 
paints that matchless and horribly beautiful 
cataract,** may almost be said to have heard the 
hissing foam, and to have seen the tumult of the 
waters ; to have wondered at the diamond world 
that sparkles beneath the Iris-bow which crosses 
the faUf and felt the cooling spray upon their 
cheeks. 

The following morning relieved me much 
with respect to the horse^s illness, for at fiye 
o'clock Giuseppe's rough knock at my door was 
followed by the pleasant news that Baffoni was 
eating his food, and would soon be ready to 
traTel." In leas than an hour I was in my 
saddle ; for though the breezy hills would leave 
little to fear from the heat» my day's work was 
likely to be a long one, and it was well to begin 
it early. 

The first few miles carried me through the 
vale of Tern^ with its luxuriant growth of 
Tines, mulberry trees, and com, as &mons now 

as iu the days of Pliny for its plentiful produce. 
But presently the country assumed a more 
alpiue character. The road wound up pic* 
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turesque hills» and the vegetation, constantlj 
changing, presented an interesting variety to 
the eye. The swelling com, the climbing vine, 
and the bushy mulberrir, gave place to the 
sober olive, the dark mountain oak, and Erica 
bashes almost as large as trees» until at last 
only the strong oak and a few pines crowned 
the heights. As we approached nearer to 
Strettura, the singolar form of Monte 
Somma'* came in sight. Strettura is a post 
station, near which is a large house, once the 
country residence of Leo XII. At the most 
elevated point of this pass, 3738 feet above 
the sea level, I enjoyed, through a clear atmos- 
phere, an exceedingly fine view over the 
valley of Glitumnus, as iiEU* as Foligno and 
Spello, to which the rugged chain of the 
Apennines formed a worthy background. 

None but the pedestrian or equestrian 
tourist can have the full benefit of so magni* 
Scent a scene as this. Every step he takes his 
attention is constantly occupied by undulations 
• of ground, broken hills, winding roads, and 
changing vegetation ; and during the long hours 
of his arduous walk he becomes intimately 
acquainted with the places he has struggled 
through, and arrives at last at the hard won 
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height of the rough mountain top. It is then 

that be receives the reward of his toil, and feels 
his right to the enjoyment of the panorama' 

beneath his feet. Thea his breast may swell 
^th pride» and 

** Wo sein Auge schweift, 

Wird ihm laut und schweigexid kand 
Das Leben der Natur. 
Ihnezgreift 

Unnemibar gcistig woben, 

Als hurt /er den Gott duolL dio SohCpfimg geheii» 

Ala sah er dee Qeisles verkSiEperte Spur." 

The way down the Somma is Tery steep, but 

neither so long nor so wild as that to Terni ; and 
at half-past ten I entered Spoleto, where we 
put up for our midday rest. 

This is the "Spoletium" of the Bomans, 
which, according to Livy, underwent an attack 
from Hannibal as he marched through Umbria, 
and which also suffered considerably during the 
civil war between Marius and Sulla. In the 
middle ages it rose to be a duchy, and annexed 
nearly the whole of Umbria to its territories ; 
and even in the days of Hildebrand, in spite of « 
the Countess Matilda of Tuscany having given 
it up to the Uoiy See, its municipal government 
was so well established, that the Pope was 
obliged to issue a special decree to deprive it 
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of its privileges. In the year 1849 it served 
General Garibaldi as a bulwark to atop the 
progress of the Austriaas. 

The treasures of art contained in the church 
of Spoleto, the commanding site of its citadel, 
the rains of a Roman theatre^ and of the 
temples of Concord, Jupiter, and Mars, aud tiie 
&lling remains of a palace built by Theodosius ; 
but, above all, the ancient aqueduct " Delia 
Torre," which serves ,also as a bridge— the 
rising ground on which the town stands, and 
the surrounding mountains — all these would 
require a much mor6 elaborate notice than I can 
afford them here, but that most of my readers 
must be acquainted with them from other works. 

A repetition of yesterday's storm rather 
damped my pleasure on my ride through the 
lovely vale of Ciitumnus, the celebrity of which 
(as a talented £nglish writer observes) has been 
immortalised by Yiigirs Terse and the Capi- 
toline Triumphs— 

** HiDc albi, ClitnmTie, !^og;os ct maxima taunts 
Victima, sffipe tuo jneiusi iiumine saero. 
Bomaaos ad tempia duxere thumphos." 

Not far from the post station "Le vene," wells 
out of the Apennine chalk stone a fine stream 

of crystal clear water, and to the lei't a group 
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of bouses catches the eje ; and here it is said 
the temple stood, dedicated to the river god 
Clituuiiius, from whom both valley and river 
derive their name. 

However fiercely the arclia:ologists and the 
scholars may argue the subject, the fancy of 
the traveller lingers fondly and believingly on 
a tradition which a Dryden^ an Addison, and a 
Bvron have adopted and celebrated. 

Long did my eye rest on the ancient temple, 
now oonseciated as the Church of San Sal* 
vadore, and on the classic stream which appears 
to.be more interesting to the poet than the 
geographer. Byron oould not refrain from 
singing its praise in his " Childe Harold," and 
the reader must excuse my refreshing his 
memory with the quotation— 

Bnt thou, Clittmmns, in tibe tweetest waro 

Of the most living crystal that was e'er 
The haunt of river nymph, to gaze, and lave 
Her limbs whero nothing hid them ; thou dost roar 
Thy grassy baulks, ^vhereon the milk-white steer 
Grazes ; the purest gold of gentle waters, 
And most serene of a*^pect, and most clear ; 
8urely that stream was unprofaned of slaughters^ 
A mizrar aod a bath for Beauty's jotmgest daoghtexs I 

And on thy happy shore a temple stDl, 
Of small and delicate proportions, keeps, 
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Upon a mild declivity of hill, 
Its memory of thee : Ix neath it pweeps 
Thy current's calmnesB ; oft from out it leaps 
The £nny darter with the glittering acaleSy 
Who dwells and levelB in thy glassy deeps ; 
While chance some scattered waterlily sails 
Down where the sballowttr WKve etill teUs ite 
bubbling taloB." 

Those alone who know Italy well, can fully 
appreciate the life-like paintings of the great 
poet. But who does know Italy well ? Cer- 
tainly not the tntTellers who» in closed cal^he^ 
with fleet post horses, gallop over its main 
roads, often passing the most beautiftil parts in 
the darkaess of night ; and who, even in towns 
and cities, see nothing bat what a tyrannic 
courier chooses them to see ! 

Oh! how delightful my independent mode» 
which allows me to linger over every beauty at 
my pleasure ! 

Time, and my wish not to overwork the 
horses, obliged me to abandon my idea of visit- 
ing the birthpkce of Propertius ; and it was 
quite evening before I reacLtd Foligno, so 
repeatedly the scene of earthquake, and owing 
its reputation, as many Italian towns do, to a 
work of art — the Madonna di Foligno," 
which was formerly in the Chnrch Delia 
Contessa," but is now in the Vatican. 
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The horse's illness still gave iiie much uii- 
easinessy and the constant fear that I might be 
delayed, perhaps in some miserable little place 
among the Apennines^ and indeed that my 
tour might be stopped altogether, had much 
shaken my intention of going across the 
Marches of Ancona and through the Romagna. 
Once or twice, indeed, I caught myself in the 
cowardly thought that it would be more ad- 
visable to go direct, by May of Perugia, to 
Florence! I was now, however, at a point 
where I must come to a decision. I dared no 
longer capitulate with myself; and as I mounted 
my horse next morning, it was determined. 
My love of enterprise did not desert me ; and 
as soon as I saw the plains of Foligno behind 
me, and the new and interesting mountain 
posses which I was longing to explore before 
me — Avhen I saw an Italian sky gleaming over 
a Swiss-like landscape, the last trace of fear 
left me, and the animated pace of my horses 
banished every thought of hesitation from my 
mind. The Pass of Colfiorito exceeded in 
grandeur and wildness many a more celebrated 
one, and had deeper clefts, narrower valleys, 
and finer prospects than could be expected 
from its moderate height. In wmter, its roads 

c 
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must be dangerous, if not impftssable, from 
snowdrifts. A small lake which we found 
nearly at its summit, and not far from Golfiorito, 

instead of producing trout» is famous for leeches, 
which, though probably a more advantageous 

property for the dwellers in that town, are not 
so grateful to the visitor who arrives there with 

the famishing effects of the mountain breezes 
apon him. 

Our road now wound along the rapid 

^ Chienti," the source of which is not far from 
Serravalle, and which then pursues its course 
of fifty-eight miles to Civita Nuova, in the Adri- 
atic Sea. The valley soon increases in breadth, 
and the hills recede, and several romantically 
placed villages adorn their last slopes. A sab- 
bath-like rest reigned over nature and man. 
Holiday-clad peasants animated the winding 
paths of this smiling neighbourhood. From 
the open village church issued the sounds of a 
fine organ. Its lengthened tones harmonized 
sweetly with the nightingale's song and the 
joyful laugh of children. The pleasure I felt 
was increased by the fact that the journey had 
done the horses no harm, and I greeted with 
much satisfaction the village host, as he came for^ 
ward with an offer of good quarters for the night. 
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I soon discoveredy however, that I was not 

in the land of Canaan. Hardly a crust of bread 
was to be had, and in vain did Giuseppe ran 
about in searcb of oats. All that remained for 
us was to make our stay as short as possible. At 
four o'clock, therefore, next morning — ^unre- 
^eshed by much beyond sleep and rest — we 
again started, and a bitter cold wind was no very 
agreeable accompaniment to our ride to Tolen- 
tino, a smali town, interesting to Catholies as 
the scene of the life, death, and miracles of St. 
Nicolas, and to the historian as the place 
where the treaty between Pius VI. and Buona- 
parte was concluded in 1797* 

The Gothic gateway of Tolentino is much 
admired as a well-preserved specimen of medi- 
eval architecture. The landscape also improved 
with every step after passing the town ; and as 
the deserted fortress of ^ La Bancia** met my 
eye, the historical recollections attaching to it 
soon dissipated all thoughts of &tigue and self- 
denial. It was here, on the banks of the 
Cbienti, that the bloody but decisive encounter 
between Murat and the Austrians took place, 
on the 2nd May, 1815. When the King of 
Naples heard of Buonaparte's return from Elba, 
he advanced with 40,000 men, by way of 
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Rome, Florence, and Modena, and» without 

plan or means, he began hostilities against the 
Austrians. He reckoned on the help of the 
French, but it never came! Beaten by the 
Austrians on the 12th Aprils near Ferrara, he 
pursued the road that led him to La Rancia» 
where his already depressed array was a^ain 
beaten and dispersed. Murat himself was very 
nearly taken prisoner. By a very ill-considered 
manoeuyre of one of his generals, his best posi* 
tion had fallen into the possession of the 
enemy, and his whole army had been thrown 
into confusion. To use the words of Golletta, - 
insubordination bad long had the upper hand. 
Against the misfortunes of that day, Murat's 
own personal courage was of no avail. Dis^ 
obedience frustrated all his plans, and corruption 
liud extended througli all his ranks. With 

enormous loss he had to retreat to Macerata, 
whence he saw himself obliged to retrace his 
way to Naples with the remnant of an army 
which never was worthy of his military genius. 
Fate still followed the unfortunate King, who 
fled from Naples a few weeks afterwards, and a 
few months later his honourable career was 
closed in the most tragical, if also heroic, 
manner, in the prison of Pizzo ! 



* 
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Long before yoa reach Macerata you obtain 
a view of it» piDudly placed as it is on an insu« 
latcd hill^ between the Apennines and the 
Adriatic. The increasing interest of the scenery 
shortened the last part of our long ride, tor it 
was nine o'clock, and consequently five hours, 
before I dismounted at the Hotel della Pace. 
With much satisfaction I established my horses 
in a capital stable, and after seeing them (as I 
always do) plentifully fed, I hastened into the 
hotel to enjoy, myself, all the refreshments of 
civilization and comfort. It was my intention 
to remain here but a few hours, and to get 
through the remaining eighteen miles to Loreto 
the same aft^noou ; but, after taking a good 
break&st and a short siesta, and then a stroll 
through the town, on looking into the stable I 
saw that the horses would be so much better 
for a longer rest, that I postponed my departure 
till the following morning, 

I had no cause to repent this resolution, for 
the charming position of this pleasant town 
really deserves the traveller s notice. I think 
I could even recommend it to the blaz6 tourist, 
as a place for a snmmer^s residence. Its fine 
palaces and churches — the architecture, particu- 
larly of that of the Madonna— the carved 
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woodwork in the cathedral, and a painting 
ascribed to PerugiDO, — ail had a share of my 
admiration ; but what delighted me as much as 
anything was an undulating path which atibrded 
a promenade round the town, and an incom- 
parable panorama. From this path the eje 
wanders from the snow-^pped Apennines to 
the shore of the Adrian Sea, over a lengthened 
landscape, which appears to contain everything 
that- belongs to European scenery— numberless 
heights crowned with villages and monasteries 
and towns, river-watered meadows and fhiitfiii 
vales, wooded hills and cultivated plains. I 
tortured my memory a long time to see if I 
could call to mind any prospect I could compare 
to this; and« though Switzerland wants the 
beautiful adjunct of the sea, I think the French 
Cantons the only part of Europe which can be 
thought to approach it in loveliness and variety. 

This rare view is especially fine towards the 
north-east. Not far from the sea a glimpse 
may be caught of a part of Loreto, with the 
dome of its church of *^ Santa Casa." A number 
of towns, amongst which Recanati, Osimo, and 
Fano are the most important, are so plainly 
visible, that I seemed to have a stereographic 
map stretched out before me. I found it diffi- 
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cult to teai" myself from it ; and the sun had set 
for some time» and twiUgbt had a little confiised 
the ikir picture (which to my fancy made it all 
the more enchanting), before I left it to return 
to my inn. 

>feither the hammer of the early smith, nor 
the first cry of the ^^Acquavitans" broke the 
silence of the morniug, as, a short while before 
daybreak, I left Macerata, and softly fell the 
steps of the horses on the pavement of the 
deathlike streets. But soon the first streaks of 
dawn appeared to light- om* winding wa} ; and 
as we reached the foot of the hiU, both the 
nightingale and the lark saluted us with their 
melodious tones. 

Recanati, which, according to the result of 
research, occupies the place of " Helvia Kieina,'* 
founded by Septimius Severus, stands, like 
Macerata, on an insulated hill, and presides 
over a prospect which some have thought to 
surpass that of the sister town. This town, 
however, possesses a greater interest for me 
on other grounds. It was the birthplace of 
Leopardi. Few, I fear, of my readers may 
know this name, but Italy pronounces it with 
pride. Alike eminent as poet, linguist, and 
philosopher — ^great through the admixable gifts 



Digitized by Google 



S2 Days on Horsthack, 

of nature^ great through intense study, great 

through the modesty and purity of his life — 
Leopardi would have ranked among the first, 
not only of Italy's, but of Europe's, celebrities, 
had he not been snatched away by a premature 
death. Neither the love and care of the Inost 
devoted friends — not the soft air of Tuscany or 
the enchanting neighbourhood of the Neapolitan 
Gulf — could stay the inexorable hand of Death. 
He was delicately formed, and had been sickly 
from Lis youth, and he became the victim of 
consumption before he had completed his 
fortieth year. At Capo di Monte his dear 
friend Antonio liauieri received the last sigh of 
this accomplished man, of whom a German poet 
has said, "Jene grosse Italienische Poesie, die auf 
Dante's Lippen geboren wurde, auf den seinigen 
gestorben sei !'* 

Whoever is fiimiliar with the works of a poet 
or a thinker, must feel interest in the place 
(even if entirely void of beauty) of his birth or 
his childhood, and even of his after years, as 
these places must have contained the materials 
for those impressions on his mind which pro* 
dueed his works. The sight of the^ objects 
which animated Leopardi to the composition of 
his Canti," and called forth his earnest 
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^ Peiisieri Morali," could not be indifferent to 
me; for in the unbounded 8ea» from whose 
waves he had so often watched the rising of the 
moon — favourite subject of his Muse — in the 
dii^tant points of the Apennine mountains, and 
in the smiling landscape between, I recognized 
the scene of his labours and the subjects of 
many of his sketches. Leopardi had prepared 
himself for life as for a fSsstive day* Upright^ 
humane, liberal, and high-minded himself, he 
expected to see in others the reflection of his 
own virtues, until, betrayed and deceived by 
those in whom he placed most faith, he fell into 
the opposite extreme, and entertained the sad 
creed that mankind were all bad alike ! A 
noble spirit like his could never have been long 
so impressed, and it cannot but be supposed 
that a few more years of life would have led 
him to a better and sounder philosophy. 

A few miles only divide Becanati from 
Loreto. A fine aqueduct, erected by Paul V., 
stretches its length from hill to hill, over the 
intermediate valley. A heavy nun as I entered 
the city determined me to devote the day to 
this far-fiimed resort of pilgrims, and, entering 
the narro^y main street, I dismounted at the 
Hotel ^ La Campana/* 

c 3 
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' Eoco 6a le tempeste e i fieri Tenti 
Di qnesto gnndfi e spasioso miira, 

0 Santa Stella^ il too spleQdor mlia acorto ; 
Che illnfliia e soalda pur Tiimaae menti ; 
Ove il tno lixme semtDlaado appore, 

E forge al dubbio cor dolce conforto 
In teiiibii procella, ov'alki e murto : 
E dimostra co'raggi 

1 sicuri viaggi, 

E questo lido e quello, el polo, e'l porto 
Delia vita mortal cVappena varca, 
Anzi sovcnto affonda, 
In mezzo ronda^ 
Alma gMTosa e oarca.*' 



As soon as I had chosen my rooms in the Hotel 

Campana (not a vury firyt-rate onu), I set off to 
Tisit the Cathedral* in order to see the Santa 
Casa," or **Holy Honse,** of whieh it has been 
the blessed possessor for upwards of 500 years» 
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aud which is by fer the most famous sanctuary 
and resort of pilgrims in all Catholic Christen- 
dom. 

Devout popes and ambitious kings have helped 
to increase the store of **ex "votos* 'which its 
renown has coliected upon its altar, from the 
extremest confines of the Christian world. 

The little town of Loreto was originally called 
Villa di Santa Maria;'* afterwards, ''Castilla 
di Santa Maria and its present appellation is 
derived either from the Grove of Laurels near 
the place where the " Holy House ** first rested 
in Dalmatia, during its transportation from the 
East, or else from a rich and noble lad) , 1 y 
name Laureta, to whom that laurel grove be- 
longed. 

That this holy building was bodily lifted up 
and borne by angels from Galilee to Tersati in 
Dalmatia, in the year 1291, and three years 
later safely carried to Italy, is a well-known 
legend! But aa with many travellers it has 
happened, so did it with this aeronautic house, 
that the journey itself went smoothly enough, 
but its arrival was not without difficulties aud 
dangers. Perhaps it will not be unwelcome to 
the reader if I give a literal extract iroui an 
account vmtten by a faithful " narrator ! 
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Like as it was first permitted to shepherds to 
behold the glory of the manger in Bethlehem, 
so also was it reserved for other simple shep* 
herds, as tliey * watched their flocks by night/ 
on the shores of the Adriatic, to have the first 
glimpse of the * Santa Casa.' Dazzled by an 
unusual light which shone over the sea upon 
the Laurel Orove of Becanati^ they went to 
looli what it could be. What was their sur- 
prise^ when on a spot where never trace of 
building was seen before, they found the object 
on which the luminous rays converged, to he a 
small dwelling! The poor men were lost in 
wonderment and conjecture, until one of them 
declared that he * had seen it borne along by 
angel hands from far beyond the sea;' and 
then, persuaded that it must be the work of 
God, they passed the rest of the night in 
contemplation and in prayer. At the first ap- 
pearance of dawn, the shepherds hastened to 
the town to relate to their several masters what 
they had beheld. The undissembled joy which 
beamed on the countenances of these simple 
folk, the plainness of their narrative^ and the 
exact accordance of the story of each with the 
others, seemed to banish all thought of decep- 
tion, and the citizens ibilowed them in troops to 
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the Grove, to obtain ocular conviction of a fact 
80 apparently incredible. The ancient style of 
the building, the unusual decorations, the firm- 
ness with whichi without any foundation, it 
rested on the ground; its little altar sur- 
mounted by a cross, and the graceful but 
majestic figure of the Madonna, filled the be- 
holders with such reverence that the tears fell 
from their eyes,- and between fear and joy they 
cried out that the hand of God was in it, and 
that the building could be nothing short of 
heavenly and holy ! 

The Madonna was not slow to hx the faith 
of her children. That same night she appeared 
to all the friars of the Augustine order of St. 
Nicholas of Tolentino^ and others then esta- 
blished at Recanati, and assured these faithful 
servants that the house was actually the dwell- 
ing she had occupied iu Nazareth, aud that it 
had been transported hither to do honour to the 
town of Loreto. 

**The news of this wonder spread over the 
land with the celerity of lightning, and all places 
around rang with the fame of the ^Selva de 
Laureta,* and the Santa Casa di Nazaretta. 
Pilgrims of all ages, of every race and every 
da^s, flocked to the Grove by day and by nighty 
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eager to see the miracle with their own eyes. 
The richest and most delicate hesitated not to 
exchange the luxuries of home for the rough 
ground of the Wood, whence now issued a per- 
petual chorus of mingled prayers and praises 
and thanksgiving ! 

^ Some foolish men, however, actuated more 
by devilish iustigation than rapacious desires, 
dividing themselves into different bands, at- 
tacked the pilgrims with violence, and put them 
in such alarm, that the concourse decreased by 
degrees, and soon afterwards entirely dispersed. 

This, however, occurred only with the per- 
mission of Heaven, and in order to strengthen 
the faith of the devout by a fresh miracle. For 
eight months after its first arrival, the ^ Santa 
Casa' raised itself again, and settled down on a 
pleasant hill about a mile from the Laurel 
Grove. This spot was the property of two 
peaceable brothers, who, rejoiced at the gift thus 
bestowed on them, set themselves earnestly to 
pay it every possible honour ; but in a few days . 
the altar and the walls were so covered with 
costly gifts and countless offerings, that envy 
and avarice filled their hearts, and they were 
not far from staining the sanctified floor with 
brotherly blood. To prevent such a cata* 
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strophe, the holy bouse again removed about a 
gunshot farther, to the place where it has now 
stood since 1295 ! 

^ When the inhabitants of Recanati saw the 
Heaven-brouglit building rest ou their ground, 
they determined to surround it with outer walis» 
which might protect it from the weather and 
all other dangers. Covered ways also for the 
pilgrims, and houses for officiating priests, 
formed a part of the design ; and before long 
the plan was extended to the erection of a 
splendid ciuirch over the Santa Casa! With 
this fabric the concourse of visitors, and the 
houses required for their use, increased so 
greatly, that Sixtus V., in 15B6, raised Loreto 
to the dignity of a city, and fortified it with 
walls to protect it from the Turkish pirates» 
whc^ allured by the treasures it contained, often 
made incursions on the coast. Under the same 
pope, and, indeed, but a few years after this, 
the cathedral was completed, and on its facade 
is a ]>lack marble tablet, on which is written in 
golden characters : — 

DeiparsB Domus in qa4 Yerbum Cftro ^CMStun est." 

So iiar the old chronicler! The square in 
which I now found myself was enclosed on one 
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side by the monastery of the Jesuits, and on 
the opposite side by the palazzo of the gOTeraor, 
a fine building fiom the design of Brumante. In 
the centre stands a bronze statue of Sixtus V., 
and a fliird side is occupied by the cathe- 
dral. One willingly overlooks its tasteless 
front in order to gaze with admiration upon 
its three bronze doors, which surpass in beauty 
those of Pisa. They are of the sixteenth cen- 
tury, and the work of the best masters. The 
bas-relieiis on them contain subjects from the 
New Testament and from the Old, surrounded 
by arabesque borders, &c. 

But it would be a departure from my plan, 
were I to enlarge on the mass of treasures — 
in silvam ne ligne feras. The masterpieces 
of a Guide, a Domenichino, a Baroccio, a Car- 
racci, which are here repeated in mosaic ; the 
frescos of Zuccari, or a Luca SiguoreUi, and a 
Pietro da Cortona ; tfie sculptures of a Galsagni 
and a Benedetto de Majaiio : all these offer a 
rich repast to the beholder, but scarcely to the 
distant reader. 

But of the " Santa Casa " itself, which, after 
all, is the most interesting object of the church, 
I cannot refrain from indulging in a few words 
more. 
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It is a small house> built of common brick, 
and ^th very moderate art. Its height is 
about 15 feet, its length about 32 feet, and its 
breadth 13ir feet. On the north side there ia 
a door, and on the west a window, over which 
is an antique cross. The original floor is want- 
ing. It was lost, they tell you, in its wonderful 
passage from Nassareth. It is now paved with 
quarries of red and white marble. The entire 
structure is enclosed in a kind of case of beau- 
tifully wrought marble, the walls being coTored 
with superb bas-reliefs by Brum ante. It is a 
complete museum of art treasure, and of rich 
detail, for the mere inspection of which hours, 
and for the fiill examination of which days, 
would be necessary. It is, as an enthusiastic 
writer has called it, an Opera Divina," to the 
finishing of which 60,000 scudi would have 
been inadequate, but that many of the artists 
and artisans gave their assistance without pay 
or reward. 

In a niche over the fireplace aitands the cele- 
brated statue of the Virgin. It is said to have 
been carved out of cedar of Lebanon, by St. 
Luke. Through age, it is now nearly black. 
The figure of the Virgin, as well as that of the 
in&nt Saviour, is brilliant with precious stones, 
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glittering in the light of a silver lamp kept 
perpetually burning upon the altar. Two 
earthen jars, said to have been used by the holy 
family ; a stone, which* the bishop of Goimbra 
took away in the time of Paul IIL, but after- 
wards restored, because while it was in his pos- 
session his health &iied him! a cannon ball» 
which the warlike Julius II., remembering his 
preservation from the attack of Mirandola, 
vowed to the Virgin; costly presents from 
Prince Hompeschi the Grand Master of the 
Knights -of Malta — and from the Polish family 
of Plata von Wiina — these are but a few of the 
treasures and relics, though perhaps the most 
notable, and worthy of recording. 

Scarcely a year had elapsed after the Tolen- 
tiue treaty of peace when the French took 
possession of Loreto, and carried the statue 
over to Paris. It is well known that they 
deposited it in the coin room of the great 
library, where, placed immediately over a 
muminy, it was exhibited to the public as one 
of the curiosities of that learned collection. In 
1801 it was restored to Loreto, though some 
doubts have been raised as to its authenticity. 

In the great chapel where the church 
treasure is deposited^ there was the richest 
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assemblage of costl)' offerings which the devo- 
tion, or the- policy or pride, of the world ever 
brought together. Popes and prelates, mon- 
archs and princes, joined in adding to the 
store ; but the misfortunes of the unequal war 
between the Papal States and the French 
obliged Pius VI. to make use of this wealth 
in order to satisfy the exactions made at the 
peace. But there is one offering, of which 
neither robbery nor war can deprive the Ma- 
donna di Loreto, and which possesses a more 
unfadiDg brilliancy than all her jewels — the 
magnificent canzone which the great singer of 
the Jerusalem Delivered" composed to her 
honour, when, in the year 1587» he passed 
through the city on his way from Bologna to 
Borne. Let those who are skilled in Italian 
not content themselves with the few lines 
which head this chapter, but study the whole 
poem, from which breathes that elevated devo- 
tion which religion only could inspire. 

After the re-establishment of peace, immense 
effort was made to replace these losses, and 
contributions from all nations again embellish 
the walls and fill the cabinets. 

The eyes of the sober-minded Protestant 
wander in mute bewilderment over these valu- 
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able gifts, which originate not in heathenish 
timesy or in the saperstitious middle ages, but 
in the first half of the enlightened century in 
wWoh we now live, and are still, from day to day. 
recdving the additions which pious pilgrims 
make to them. 

The sacristan who condncted me round the 
church* mentioned the circumstance of a daring 
robberj which had been committed in it some 
years back, and laid much stress on the great 
cunning and courage evinced by the perpetra- 
tor of it, seeming to think more of his clever- 
ness than of the sacrilegious nature of the act. 

Un gran fiitt odavvero f* he exclaimed more than 
once, and he called the thief *'un gran Fiiosofo," 
telling me that he now Kycs at liberty in Loreto, 
and is named by the people 11 Dottore," and 
enjoys general respect. 

On my way home to my hotel, I saw the 
figure of a grey-headed old man» who, in spite of 
the poverty of his appearance, did not ask alms 
of any one. A poor man who does not beg is 
a thing so rare in this country, that the one 
before me was doubly an object of curiosity^ 
and I could not help inquiring who he was. 
" That is * II Dottore,' " said mine host, with a 
look full of meaning. 



Digitized 



La Santa Casa di Loreto. 45 



This repetition of the name made me think 

to myself ** Why should not I shorten a dull 
evening by making acquaintance with this 
celebrity ? " of whom indeed I had already heard 
in Borne, and who was spoken of as a kind of 
juridical curiosity, who, in spite of a conviction 
for sacrilege, enjoyed his freedom and universal 
respect ! 

After entering my room I sent for the land- 
lord, and asked. if be thought the Doctor would 
have any objection to relate to me his history. 

None in the world,** he replied, ** particn* 
larly if you place before him a bottle of good 
wine — ^and a more interesting story the Signora 
is never likely to hear." 

Well then," said I, let him be sent for, 
and let it be your care that neither good wine 
nor a good supper be wanting." 

In less than an hour the robber of the 
church entered my apartment. What a phre- 
nologist wouhl make of his head I know not, 
but upon me the Doctor made no unfavourable 
impression. He was of the middle height, 
bunt more by suffering than the weight of 
years. The regular form of his features, the 
fire of his eyes, the full growth of hair, which 
hung from his lofty forehead, showed me what 
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he must have been in his youth. His manners 

were good, and he greeted me without any 
constraint* 

When he had refreshed himself with the 
collation set before him» he took up the half 
emptied ^'Fiasco,'' filled his glass, and began 
what he called the story ^^delle mie disgra- 
rie.'' 

As a typical picture of Italian character, it 
seemed to me so peculiar and so interesting, 
that I venture to lay it before my readers, just 
as I heard it from the mouth of my visitor. 
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CHAPTER III. 



IL DOTTORE. 



A TBUE KABBATIYE. 



"Noi WITHSTANDING the povertj-strickeii and 
neglected condition in which you now see nie» 
Hignora," began the Doctor, in a lameutable 
tone, *^ I am of a wealthy and much respected 
fiiniilj : my parents were landholders, who cul- 
tivated their own estate, and at the time of my 
birth my father filled the honourable post of a 
' Perito* della comune e della Santa Casa.' 

Nevertheless, I cannot deny that, from what 
I Lave discovered of my forefathers, I must 
come to the conclusion that they were always 
distinguished by a groat love for their 
neighbours' property. There are families in 



* Ferito signi&es a sort of connoillor* 
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whose blood this peculiaritj seems to be inhe- 
rent. The Secretary of State, His Eminence the 
Cardinal Antonelliy'^ occurs to mj mind as a case 
in point. The same propensity which has ele- 
vated him to so high an oflSce, has kept his near 
rehitive Gasperone in contumelious captivity. 
The cleverer of the two selected the Church — 
studied hard, and devoted all his energies to the 
attainment of a prelacy, and, favoured as much 
by circumstauces as inclination, he reached 
every point he proposed to himself *dove si 
ruba al tavolina ' cioe * a coperto e con onore j* 
while his cousin, less endowed with ambition, 
industry, and luck, took to the highway, where 
robbery and murder are not so prolific of honour 
and reward. To. what end was the poisoning of 
a whole band of brigands at Urbino ? j: To 



* See '^Le Gonyememeiit Pontifical, ou 1ft Qaastioii 
Italienne," par Edmond About, chap. 11. 

1 Where a man may sit at his ^ting-desk, and xob 
with security and bononr. 

% A band of thirfy robbers had ensoonced themselyes 
npon a bill near Urbino. The Duke caused some mules 
• laden mih proTisions to be dmen ibat vay, which, of 
oonise, the robbers seiaed upon. The provisions 
poisoned, and tiie wreliobed plondefeni died on the spot. 
^* When the news leaobed Sistos Y." says a mter, ** the 
Pope experienced much satisfaction." 
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"uliat end the cruel severity of Sixtus V,? the 
subsequent hunting of the rest of the band, the 
high price put on the heads of their leaders, the 
disgraceful execution of Giovamii de Pepoli ? 

^'It is true that 'Marco Sciarra, and many 
other robber chiefs, evacuated the Papal States 
for a time, and that Prete Ouercino» Fara, and 
others perished ; but in a country where neither 
an openly political lifiB^ nor any participation in 
the government — where neither army nor navy 
ofier to strong and energeUc youth a legitimate 
field for the employment of their talents^ 
where the management, or rather the misma- 
nagement, of the education of the rising nobility 
is entrusted to au enervated and demoralized 
priesthood* whose sole object is to keep them 
in ignorance and superstition, in order that 
they themselTes may the more luxuriously 
recline upon the down of slothful ease, at the 
physical and moral expense of the people — ^in 
such a land, brigandism must, and will, be the 
fiiYOurite held of action for young and restless 
bravery. 

•* But let me return to the period of my birth, 
tvhioh, if I do not mistake^ msthe 7th Januaiy, 

1794. • 

Of my early youth I have nothing of import- 
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ance ta relate. As soon as I oould escape from 

materaal care and supervision, I accompanied 
my father upon his tours of inspection oyer our 
estate, and while he superintended the work of 
the labourers. 

^ Later on, with my parents' permission, I 
devoted a portion of mj time to the care of the 
altar in the church of ' Santa Gasa.' This oo* 
curred partly in consequence of the office which 
my father held as ^ Perito' often taking him to 
the cathedral, and partly because my parents 
had the intention of dedicating me to the 
Church, a project the non-fulfihoaent of which I 
have often lamented, because^ as I have said 
before, a priestly life is the only one, in my un- 
happy country, where talent and acuteness can 
hope for a brilliant career. 

** I grew up, like the minority of my equals, in 
unmanly, inactive neglect. My [indolence and 
my love of pleasure, qualities which so strongly 
characterise our southern organisation, were 
great; but if they bad been netnined at thie 
time, it is not improbable that the high capaci- 
ties with which nature had endowed me might 
have been developed. It scarcely beseems the 
old man bent down vrith the weakness of agej, 
heavy trials, want, and distresses of every kind. 



Digitized by 



H Dottore. 



61 



to boast of the graces of hui youth, but neTer- 

theless, Signora, if you could ask one of my 
former companions what Dr. VincoDzo was fifty 
years ago, you would be told of his handsome 
countenance, and his statue-like figure, and that 
the elegance of bis movements and his noble 
bearing, his ever ready wit, and his bold extra- 
Tagance^ made him the favourite of every feast, 
and the chosen model of all the fair youth of 
Loreto and its neighbourhood ! It was not long 
that the power of love lay dormant in my breast, 
but it was not any of Loreto's daughters, but 
Vitt^ria of Becanatf, whose beauty pierced my 
heart. Accompanied by her parents, she came . 
every festival day to our church to attend mass. 
It was there I first saw her, there that I watched 
her in silent homage. Oh ! Signora ! how 
vividly lives the memory of those happy moments 
in my soul !— ^until, beneath the snow-white 
cloth, which according to the country fashion 
covered the small head of the lovely girl» her 
eyes half closed with maiden modesty, devotion, 
and the fh>t gleams of love, gave me an encou- 
raging sign of mutual intelligence. 

** From that day forward my constant steps 
were turned towards Becauati* Vittoria's pa^ 
rents^ flattered at the idea of having me for 
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their son-in-law, soon gave their consent; and as 

my own were also anxious that tlieir wild 
/incenzo should, by an early and happy union, be 
weaned from his military inclinations, and pre- 
served from further irregularities, every impedi- 
ment was smoothed down* and before I had 
completed my nineteenth, and Vittoria her 
seventeenth year, we offered our marriage vows 
before God's altar. 

Quiet domestic happiness could not satisfy 
my wild desires. Scarcely was the first intoxi- 
cation of love and the novelty of married life 
over, than I commenced a career of excess and 
intrigue, to which my youth and personal 
charms, my easy position, and my happy assur- 
ance, all combined but too strongly to tempt 
me. 

" With a hearty embrace, I tried to propitiate 
my pouting bride ; with4i boyishly lavish caress, 
I lit up the darkened countenance of my offended 
mother, in order that I might plunder her store- 
closet with less compunction; with a timely jest, 
I turned aside my father's wrath, with a view 
to a larger participation in his wealth : in short I 
Mas one of those favoured few, to whom every- 
thing is forgiven, and from whom everything is 
borne. It was not long, however, before my 
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inordinate desire of gain^ my measureless pride^ 
tad my irish to appear richer than I vas» in- 
duced me to have recourse to play. My nights 
were, for the most part, spent with young men 
with the same propensities, and I seldom reached 
home before daybreak. Neither the righteous 
reproofs of my father, nor tlie ardent entreaties 
of my mother, nor the tears of my suspicious wife, 
ooold bring back my heart to better thoughts, or 
myself to a more honourable course of life* 

^ Notwithstanding my heartlessness and iri- 
Tolity, I could not be blind to the sorrow which 
was blenching the still beautiful countenance of 
my poor mother. For some time I had remarked 
how diligently she had been seeking for some 
opportunity to speak with me alone, and know- 
ing well that such an interview could bring me 
nothing but well-deserved reproaches, I suc- 
ceeded, for some time, in preventing it ; but 
one morning, as I returned, at my now usual 
hour of day-break, from a gambling and drink- 
ing party, I found the house-door open, and 
my pale mother, looking like a ghost, in wait 
for my arrival 

**In the mostaflbctionate manner she began by 
representing to me into what an abyss of 
misery my known course of life would plunge 
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me and my whole family. In the most affcc- 
tionate maimer she tbea entreated me to 
retrace my steps, and to become again a 
blessing to .my parents, the happiness of mj 
"wife, and an example to my children. At no 
time^ howeyer» could her well meant homily 
have coma bo mal apropos, for, annoyed and 
irritated by a heavy loss at play, I met it with 
0oom, and the consequence was» that my 
mother's loving entreaties were turned into 
wathiul indignation. She seemed changed 
into an raraged tigr^s, her anger knew no 
bounds* a stream of the heaviest curses flowed 
from her lips, and according to our land-custom, 
stretching her arm over the blazing fire of the 
hearth, she inyoked the holy St, Antonio to 
send down the just vengeance of heaven upon 
the head of her son ! 

"From that very moment," continued the Doc- 
tor,afker a short pause, and with a tone of earnest- 
ness that showed he had closed the happy part 
of his life, began my heavy fate ! The curse 
of a mother was upon me ! What then could 
save me? My drinking companions insulted 
me; my luck at the gaming table deserted 
me ; even the female sharers of my sins were 
jGEtithless. 
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*'Aii occurrence of little importance in itself 
raised me from this miserable condition, and 
awoke in my unsatisfied breast emotions whicli 
incited me to the undertaking of great deeds. 

Among our people there was a young man 
ivhose name was Anto» and who had senred many 
years oa our farm. It was not uuknowii to me 
that small thefts had taken place on oar estate* 
and that the same thing had occurred on neigh- 
bouring properties — ^fowls, pigeons^ fruit,inshorty 
almost eTerything that is nsnally met with on a 
farm, and is easily carried away, I fixed my 
attention on tins same Anto* and as I observed 
tbat^ during the hot weather, he took rather too 
long a repose, it struck me that perhaps his 
nights were more wakeful, and probably devoted 
to his depredations. 

•* My watchful and continued strictness did 
not at ail please him. ' Sir/ said he, one day, 
* what is the cause of your altered behaviour 
towards me ? Why do you look on me with 
less good-will than heretofore?' *Becanse 
you are ungrateful and foolish,' I replied. * Un- 
grateful, because yon are robbing your employer ; 
and foolish, because you are running the risk of 
the galleys for a few trumpery birds and such 
like. The whole world is open to you; cannot 
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you exercise your talents, which are so re- 
markable, somewhere else^ and steal in a manner 
. tbat will make yon rich, powerful, and famous ? * 

* Ah ! believe me^ Sir,' said Ante, ' that if I 
were in yonr case, and bad admittance every- 
where, I would do m^j cunning tricks. How 
often, when I have seen jon go up the stqps of 
the couuting-house, have I not said to myself 
that one good opportunity should make me rich 
and powerful !' 

Anto's words fell on my soul as a ray of 
light, and suddenly awoke my slumbering 
impulses. I felt the existence of those qualities 
which, as I have said already, existed in the 
character of my forefathers, and these qualities 
were soon to bear dreadful fruits* 

** My relation towards Anto was henceforward 
changed. He saw in me no longer the 
suspicious, stringent master, but a mighty 
leader, through whom he was to become the 
possessor of enormous wealth; and he was no 
longer in my eyes the cowardly thieving 
servant, but one of my most devoted comrades ! 

My life began to be distinguished now by 
activity and enterprise* In concert vrith Anto, 
I turned my attention first to the money chest 
of Santa Casa. 
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** While my accomplice remained at the foot 
of the staircase to warn me of any approaching 
danger, I hastened up, forced open fbe first 
door, and entered the strong room. So far, all 
urent welL Bnt^ nnfortiinately, the high ex* 
pectations we had entertained of the amount of 
the booty were deceived, for, instead of the 
considerable sum which we hoped to find, and 
which probably had only been lately removed, 
we discovered bnt a few thalers— a miserable 
reward for our daring undertaking ! 

Far, however, from being discouraged by this 
failure, we only thought of greater enterprises, 
and heated our imagination with the inventioa 
of hazardous plans, until at last we came to the 
heroic thought of despoiling the Madonna of 
the money which had been offered at her 
shrine. ' Does the image eat or drink, that it 
requires all this money V asked I of Anto, as 
he seemed rather to tremble at this contem- 
plated sacrilege. *Did not Napoleon commit 
many scandalous robberies without considera- 
tion or remorse? Did he not deprive 
emperors and kings of their thrones, wives 
of their husbands, mothers of theur sons, and 
children of their fathers? The blood of all 
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Europe was hardly enough to satisfy this 
Tampire, and yet he is the idol of men ! 
Whose rights are we invading? Whom are 
we condemning to poverty? Whose tears are 
we drawing forth, if we put this money, which 
never can do any good to an image, to useful 
purposes V 

These fine arguments so enlightened my 
comrade, that I completely won him over to 
my way of thinking, and he promised to stand 
by me truly in this great enterprise. The 
money which we contemplated appropriating 
was kept in a chamber in the inmost part of the 
church, and it required no little exercise of 
ingenuity and forethought to execute our 
design. 

Accompanied by my wife, who was properly 
tutored, I sat me down, one bright afternoon, 

on the steps of the hospital, which was situated 
behind the back part of the cathedral, and 
exactly over against that part which I had 
selected as being the most suited to my 
purpose. Apparently with no other intention 
than to enjoy the sunshiny I began to count 
the courses of stone in the high wall before me, 
irom the bottom to the top; and when this 
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was done, I measured with my outstretehed 

thumb and fingers the exact height of each 
course. 

"Armed with these two data, I easily calcu- 
lated the height of the entire wail, and now all 

depended on my being able to procure a ladder of 
sufficient length to reach the cornice with which 
the wall was surmounted. Certain repairs which 
happened at that time to be going forward 
iayoured my plans, and I had only to find where 
the masons placed their ladders when they left 
off work for the day. The breaking open of 
the shed where they lay was the first step in 
my great work, and it was accomplished in one 

dark December niLrht in 1826. 

" The ladder we thus secured was not quite 
long enough, bat with the addition of a long 
and strong pole, it enabled us to mount the 
wall. 

" Everything went prosperously forward. 
Having reached the highest point of the wall, 
with one or two blows of the hand we broke 
the glass of a windidw, and let ourselves down 
into the church by means of a knotted rope. A 
few minutes more placed the money in our 
grasp, and this time the booty even exceeded 
<mr hopes. The gold and silver coins were 
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carefblly ded up in two sealed begs, which made 
it Teiy easy to carry them oiF. However, tb^ 
incense-charged atmosphere of the place, the 
holy stillness which reigned amongst the time- 
honoured arches, eren the loolc of the rerered 
Santa Casa itself, had such an eifect on Antos 
courage, that at the very moment when he was 
about to ascend the rope with a part of our prize, 
his strength utterly forsook him. In vain were 
all my endeavours to encourage him ; I repre* 
sented to him how pernicious any delay might 
be, and how very little was now wanting to the 
complete success of our enterprise. ' Non 
posso, tremo daJIa paura,' was the only answer 
I could get from the frigliteucd fool. At that 
moment came into my head one of those happy 
inspirations which are peculiar to us South- 
landers, who are less believing than super- 
stitious, and I cried out — ^'Madonna cara 
ajutaci!' sinking reverently on my knees, and 
turning to my fearful Mend, I said to him — 
•Vfeni qua, face i am o una preghiera alia 
Madonna Santissima.' In a mdment we were 
both before the grating of the high altar, and 
said iive Aves and five Paternosters. It was 
not long before the Madonna merited the fiuth 
we placed in her. Fresh confidence streamed 
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into Anto*s sunken heart, new power into his 
tittering limbs. Comforted and strengthened, 
he rose flrom the floor, and before the first 
streaks of day lighted the topmost pinnacles of 
the spoliated church, we had safely reached my 
apartments^ and placed the rich result of our 
midnight expedition in security* 

"The broken window, and a few dropped scudi 
on the pavement, which had escaped out of 
Anto's bag, first awoke the attention of the 
church'keepers ; but not the slightest suspicion 
fell on me, and as, when I was told of it, I 
answered jesuitically, that whooYer had done it 
must have had a clever head, nobody thought 
that the clever head was actually present* 

*'Thus I became, if not rich, still in possession 
of a fair capital, which would allow me to 
extend my business, and to enter on several 
little speculations. In our country there are 
but two ways of rapid progress^the priesthood 
and the monopoly. The monopolies are mono- 
polised by the Torlonias, the Grazolis, the Fer- 
rajuolis, and many other parvenus of the Roman 
aristocracy, thanks to their titles of dukes and 
princes, their honours and their jewels. With 
the intention of following so encouraging an 
example, I began to buy up in the neighbouring 
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districts oertain products^ in order that I might 

afterwards re-sell them at high rates, by getting 
them all in my power. If a man can afford the 
outlay, and the goods are such as %vill not spoil, 
the undertaking is safe^ and the profit wiU not 
fiiiL 

One year had passed away without my secret 
plans and my increasing wealth exciting any 
suspicion amongst the still active inquirers into 
the church robbery* My speculations suc- 
ceeded so well that I had now many liuiidred 
scudi at my disposal, besides the greater part of 
the two thousand which were my share of the 
spoil, and which lay concealed, in bags of two 
hundred, in a barn at some distance from my 
house, and in a number of sacks of Turkish 
wheat 

" Besides Anto, who, by means of his small 
participation in the booty, bad much risen in 
the world, and was engaged to the handsome 
daughter of a landholder of Osimo, I employed 
in ray business the help of a certain hunchback, 
whose diminutive figure secured him the nick* 
name of * L'uomicciuolo,* and whom I found 
extremely useful. Stilly when I entrusted to 
him considerable sums of money, in the buying 
and selling of diiereut goods, I never confided 
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to him the secret of riches, because his dis- 
gusting deformity, his fire-fed, ragged hair, his 
slouching gait, and the false leer of his ^ey 
eyes, which never looked you fairly in the face, 
inspired me with an irresistible mistrust in my 
otherwise apparently faithful servant. 

^ Anto*s wedding was fixed for the following 
morning, and gave me a good deal to do. I 
gave the uomiceiuolo a hundred scudi, with 
which he was to go to Recanati and buy com^ 
while I took the way to Osimo to fetch some 
document that was needed at the marriage. 

I had walked but a very short way beyond 
the foot of the hill, when it struck me suddenly 
how imprudent I had been in putting so large 
a sum in this man*s power. I went on my 
lonely way, making myself more and more 
miserable at this thought. My uneasiness 
increased every moment, and at last put me 
into a kind of dreamy, visionary condition. I 
thought that I saw the Madonna before me 
in ail her celestial glory, and that I heard her 
voice pronounce these words: — 'Figlio mio 
caro, ritorna a Loreto e riprendi la tua ca- 
parra*'* The ground seemed to burn under 

* My dear son, retam to Loreto, and take baok your 
money. 

Digitized by Google 



Day 9 an HorselmL 



my feet. I ran back to the house of the uomio* 

ciuolo ; but all the answer I got was from his 
Bister, who told me he had gone to mass. 
* That is not true/ said I ; * the bell was ringing 
the people out as I eame away and I ran like 
a madman on to the road, asking every one 
I met» if they bad seen the hunchback. At 
length I heard that he had been seen goin<^' 
towards Kecanati. I quietly followed out this 
due, and, having found him, I regained my 
^nses, and it was easy for me to tell him T had 
altered my mind as to the purchase I had bid 
him to make, and that ho should give me back 
the money I had entrusted to his care. 

"The ceremony of Anto's marriage, the wel- 
coming and the refreshing of the concourse of 
fHends and acquaintance there assembled, quite 
efikced from my mind all traces of my late 
Tision, and, with a light heart, I gave myself up 
to the gaiety of the feast. Those who had not 
arrived already the night before, made their 
early apjjearance in the morning, and before 
sunrise the roads were filled with gaily dressed 
groups, clad in the picturesque costume of the 
still unsophisticated country. 

''How delightfully smiled that bright May 
morning ou the chatting troops of women and 
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giri0» who ia tlieir «carlet holiclajr dresau^ wliioh 
never fUl at thete feitlvitfet, and sitting easily 
on their little honos or asttuB, approached thu 
open and guily adorned poroh of the church I 
On their hoadi fluttered the Hnow-white cloth 
with its embroidered border, shading two bril* 

liaiit uyus, from whicli many a Bfaiching love 
glance penetrated to the heart. A rich coral 
necklace and heavy pfold earrings you may be 
guru woro not wanting* Then might be seon» 
with white stockings and black knee breechest 
and cloth giacchetta, and with thu round tiuwur- 
bedecked felt bati the fkthers, and the brothen^ 
and tho hu»bauda of the fomale ridors. 

The marriage was over. Following imme* 
(iiat( ly ttftur tliu young pair — for i woh tho 
bridesman, and deep in pleasant converse with 
on© of my neighbours— I was in the act of 
joining thu procession which every wuddiug 
train makes through the town before the 

gui)»tu UHHuniblo round the woll-covcrcil table, 

when suddenly a Maresciallo di Oarabinieri 

appeared among tho crowd, and» making hiM 
way to me, requested me to aooompany bim 

for a mouujiit ! 

" As all tho town knew that my iatiier was a 
ceunsellor, a perito dolb comune, it was sup* 
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posed that he required my assistance in some 
shape or other ; and, therefore, the circumstance 
excited no snrprise. Smiling, I left the train, 
vriih a promise to return as soon as possible. 
Adverse fate, however, liad decided otlier\\ise. 
How shall I find words, Signora, to describe 
my .feelings, when I remarked that the cara- 
biuiere, instead of conducting me to my father, 
turned down the street that led to the Oendar- 
meria, to deliver me up to the magistrates? 
How shall I find words to tell you to what a 
point my agitation was increased, when, after 
the examination that then took plaoe^ I found 
myself incarcerated in a fearful dungeon, into 
whose dark vault no ray of light ever entered? 
I fell to the ground like a dead man. I had no 
sensation, but that large drops of sweat were 
fUling firom my agonised forehead, to mingle 
with the wet earth of my prison. 

^The happiness of my life was quenched for 
ever at that dreadful moment ! From a station 
of honour and respectability, I was at once 
plunged into the condition of the lowest cri- 
minal, only, perhaps, to be released in order 
to mount the scaffold, or be conducted to the 
galleys. For three long months I lay there 
without the least intimation as to my ultimate 
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fikte— without the smallest intercourse with the 
outward world ! 

But, honoured lady, instead of paining you 
with the recital of my sufferings, or the many 
sad thoughts which occupied my mind during 
that anxious time, I will rather proceed to tell 
you, in as few words as I can, to what it was 
that I owed my unexpected arrest. 

^Although I had followed the first warning 
advice of the Madonna with all due faith, and 
had recovered from the hunchback the 100 
scudi I had intrusced to him, I was not quite 
quick enough, for he had already helped himself 
to a piece of gold out of the bag, which, as he 
was obtaining change for it from a shopkeeper, 
attokcted attention by its foreign appearance. 
It was a Russian coin, which it was to be sup- 
posed some Aussian tourist or- pilgrim, during 
his stay at Loreto, must have offered to the 
Madonna. 

To a sharp-sighted priest who happened to 
be in the shop at the time^ a suspicion of this 
sort must have occurred, for he begged to have 
it, and took it to the bureau of the sacristy, 
where he talked the matter over with others of 
his colleagues, and haif-an-hour afterwards the 
uomiccittolo was brought up before the Dele* 
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gate Monsignore ZellU and subjected to a strict 

examination. 

In the presence of so high a personage^ and 
from the suddenness of the call, the hnnohback 
was so frightened that he told everything with- 
out reserye. He told them not only from whom 
he had received the piece, but related so much 
about me and mj affietirs^ that their suspicions 
could not but be awakened. They recom- 
mended to him entire silence, and with a threat 
that the first word he should speak about it 
should inevitably cause his arrest, they allowed 
him to go for the present. 

**Itis, however, doubtful whether the evidence 
fhey had now obtained would have been suffi- 
cient to convict me as the long-sought church 
robber, had not another circumstance transpired 
which confirmed it. My wife, who, in this 
a^r and ail others in which I had been con. 
cemed, had been the most faithful of assistants, 
was, notwithstanding all her good qualities, not 
Seee from an inconceivable weakness which 
seems to characterize the whole sex. I must 
confess that my beautiful Vittoria, in common 
with most women, had a foolish passion for old 
and new linen, and to her niggardliness in this 
respect I must attribute, as the Signora will 
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soon see, all my misfortune. As soon as I and 

Anto had brought home the money, I enjoined 
my wife to pack it in several smaller bags» and 
to make them herself out of new linen. • You 
can,' said I» ' make use of the piece which old 
Agnese left us in pledge, and which most likely 
is not yet redeemed. The bags in which the 
money now is, must be immediately afterwards 
burned, as the seal and stamp of the Santa Casa 
are upon them.' 

**Thc silly Vittoi ia did not follow my orders, 
but| either from superstition or avarice, she was 
withheld from burning the sacred bags ; in short, 
she thought she was su£Sciently following my 
orders by taking oflP all the sealing wax, and mak- 
ing seven smaller bags out of the two large ones. 
How deeply must she have repented of this, 
vi4ien, after the hunchback's examination, the 
police entered the hous^ and by carefully 
searching over the whole premises, at last dis- 
covered the bags beneath the wheat saoks» with 
the unmistakeable and indelible stamp upon 
them, which at once condemned me as the 
guilty party ! 

**As it burprised even the police, and indeed 
appeared incredible, that so respectable a man 
as Viueenzo the Doctor should be guilty of 
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nioh a crime against the Madonna^ ev^ one 

else at once pronounced in my favour, and not 
half tiie evidence was produced that might have 
been. The weaver and a waaherwoman of the 
Santa Casa answered when questioned, the 
former, *Ho tessuto questa tela, ma ne ho tea* 
suto tante;'* and the latter, 'Tela, uva, ove, e 
denari non si rieonoscono piu/f 

" Meantime, I pined in my prison, in the anti- 
cipation of what might be my fate. As a 
galley-Blave, condemned for life, must wear the 
heavy chains to bis latest breath, so should I 
bear the consequence of thia act, arising more 
from youthful thoughtlessness than anything 
else^ to the grave itsell 

**The inquiry took the usual course. Every- 
thing made against me^ and deprived me of 
every gleam of hope. I pleaded every excuse 
which had proved available in former processes ; 
bat the godless robbery which the law desig- 
nated as ' furto magno/ and ' fiirto sacrilege,* 
could not be tbns evaded. Everything was 
tried, but without effect, and I was condemned 



* I may liave woven this linen, but I have woven so 

much more also, 
f lauen, grapes, eggs, and coiu, are diiEcuIt k> identify. 
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to death ! As such a judgment^ however, is 

never executed except in cases of murder, my 
sentence was commuted to imprisonment for 
life! 

Two long years I lay in the dark dungeon of 
Loreto» and then was taken to Osimo, where 
I shared my imprisonment with many others, 
a cireumstance which at least gave me the 
prospect of a possibility of escape. We soon 
agreed together to make the attempt, and con- 
sulted on the ways and means. A broken iron 
collar, which doubtless had encircled the throat ' 
of many of my predecessors, and which we 
found fixed to the wall, proved of the greatest 
use to ns. We contrived to straighten it, and 
formed it into a kind of tool, with which we 
undertook the tedious task of boring through 
the wall. 

Months elapsed before any satisfEU^tory r^ 
suit was obtained ; but we attained our end at 
last, without our gaoler having any suspicion ; 
and triumphantly beat our hearts at the 
thought that in a few hours the golden joys of 
freedom would reward our unceasing labour ! 
A number of female convicts of the lowest 
grade were confined in a cell beneath our walls, 
and as it was to be feared that the fall of any 
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of the stoneworic woald cause them to an- 
nounce their fears by their cries, we cast lots 
for the rotation in which we Bhonld leap dovm, 
seeing that the last would thus run so mnch 
greater risk of being prevented from escaping* 

*^ Fortune favoured me, and I drew the lot 
which entitled me to the first chance. Excite- 
ment and courage often serve men like arms 
and sluelds. Although a leap of twenty feet was 
before me, I reached the bottom in safety. 
Three others took the leap with similar success, 
but scarcely could the fourth follow, when a 
fearfnl cry issued from the building beneath 
our cell. Of course, each now thought only of 
his own security, and with the celerity which 
the danger of the moment required, we rushed 
from the neighbourhood of the prison. 

"For fear of being betrayed by our prison 
dress, we had nothing on but our under clothing, 
and if uver T suffered from cold, it was on that 
memorable January night, when, half naked and 
baieiboted, we lan across the snow-covered 
fields ! 

^ Before break of day we reached my 
father's house. My aged mother's heart must 
have warned her that her son was approaching, 

for hardly had the dogs announced our arrival. 
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than she appeared at a window in the upper 
story. At the first whispered word she recog- 
nised my voice, and hastened down to open the 
door to me, while my fiither forbade her to offer 
me shelter and protection. Howeyer, through 
an open window she gave ns food and wine 
and clothes. ' I have no capottma to give 
you, my son, ' she said, * but go to our neigh- 
bour, old Giacomo, and he will surely furnish 
you with an old coat.' 

It was now full daylight, and high time for 
us to proceed in our further flight I followed 
my mother^s advice, and soon obtained a capote 
tina from Giacomo. I returned to our house, 
where I left my companions wanning them- 
selves at a fine fire ; but what was my grief when, 
instead of them, I was met by a troop of 
carabinieri, who at once took me prisoner 
again! 

My flight having made me doubly guilty, I 
was treated with double severity, and although 
my former .suflferings were hard to bear, 
my present and future state was still more 
wretched. I was loaded with chains^ and put 
into the ' Segreta,' the worst of all the dun- 
geons» as perhaps the Signora may have heard. 
Not the &antest glimmer of daylight or lamp- 

E 
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light ever broke through the darkness of this 
dreadfal cell, where I felt myself condemned 
to endless night and hopeless solitude 1 The 
chains which wrae fixed to my feet weighed 
upwards of 100 pounds. 

After having beeto aeyenteen months in the 
Segreta, it seemed to me that a longer con- 
tinuance of such a martyrdom must destroy 
either my reason or my health, or both; and I 
swore to myself, that either dead or aliye I 
would be released I and therefore lesolved 
neither to eat nor drink, bit or sup, until they 
brought me before the court My gaoler ob« 
served that I neitlier eat nor drank anj of the 
food he left with me daily, and began to fear 
that some morning he might find me a corpse ; 
and as I answered .his repeated injunctions to 
take food, only by saying that I would not do 
so till I had been before the judges, I one 
evening found that my perseverance had been 
successful, and I received a visit from the 
governor. As I had no hope of actual release^ 
my prayer to this high dignitary went no 
further than that I should be sent to the 
galleys, and allowed to work with the other 
slaves, at least, in the open air. 

I was accordingly sent to Ancona, and at- 
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tached to one of these bands. In consequence 
of mj toamiBt situation and mj heavy iate^ and 
the ])atieiice with which I bore it, I began to 
be looked upon by the inhabitants of Ancona 
with much curiosity, and I found also that my 
renown had preceded my arrival. No popish 
legate conld be more entbnnastieany reoeived ; 
but this being thought a dangerous precedent, 
I was at once removed to Civita Vecchia. 

** My renown, however, had travelled thither 
also; and on my arrival at that (then) insig- 
nificant town, I was welcomed with a band 
of music and the acclamations of the towns- 
folk. 

. Although I underwent the usual lot of all 
galley slaves in Civita Vecchia, and, except 
during working hours, I was chained, the high 
esteem in which I was held by my companions 
decreased the hardness of my fate ; and it was 
doubtless the lightest that ever was accorded to 
one in my case. With the lower herds of 
criminals I took no part» but I made many 
friendships with robber chiefs and other celebri- 
ties, who, by personal courage, temerity, and 
canning, on the Pontine Mardies, the Sabine 
Hills, or the Apennines, had acquired distinc- 
tion. Under many a rough form I found a 
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noble hearty capable of any generous sacrifice* 

I will only instance Gasperone, who refused the 
pardon offered him by Pius IX. because it was 
• not extended to his comrades also. 

Before long^ I was appointed *' Cameriengo' 
of the whole band; and so inherent is pride 
and lust of office in every human breast, that 
even this imaginary superiority oyer a band of 
malefactors was some consolation for the loss 
of freedom, especially when I received the news 
of my mother's death, and the early departure 
also of my poor Vittoria» and that my father 
had disinherited me. 

A dangerous illness was the consequence of 
these tidings; and I was then allowed more 
freedom. I was permitted to walk for two 
hours, and afterwards to leam the business of a 
basket-maker. 

The accession of Pius IX. opened the doors 
of many prisons, and on my fate also had its 
effect. After a seven years' servitude at Civita 
Vecchia, I was brought to Porto d'Anzo, and, 
after two years more, was removed, as pardoned^ 
to my native town. 

" My behaviour there soon won the confidence 
of the police, under whose supervisal I still was. 
The ceremony of putting me into security every 
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. night was graduallj relaxed. From eompaflsion 

at my loss of relations, or some other reason, I 
was gifted with a small annual pension, on 
which, eked out by the few bajocehi which I 
earned at my trade of basket-making, I con* 
triced to live with some approach to enjoyment 
of life, 

^ My daughters^ famed for their beauty, were 

married iu the Romagna. The fsurm on which 
I had passed the careless hours of childhood 
and the bright years of youth had become the 
property of strangers. It is not a little flattering 
to me to haire excited so much sensation 
by my hard fate and my sufterings, and I feel 
honoured at finding a title attached to my 
name. 

At every step, and as often as I appear in 

the streets, I hear the remark, * There goes the 
great philosopher P passing from mouth to 
mouth ; and I am persuaded that my celebrity 
will live in the memory of the world, like that 
of a Napoleon. But» firm as my belief still 
remains that it is wicked to waste costly gifts 
upon a lifeless image, I confess I could not 
recommend others to follow my example ; but 
rather» I would advise all my countrymen who 
seek for reputation, honour, and riches, to aim 
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at fhe Episcopal ring and the Cardinal's hat, 
Trhich are the only and undoubted means in 
this ooontiy to arrive, bj a safe road, at the 

fount of all worldly good fortune." 
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VsftT* early next morning I left Loreto, not 
bj the high road that takes you by way of 
Osimo to Ancona, bat by the nearer^ though 
more hilly, route through Camerano and Gro- 
celle. 

was much concerned, Signora," said 
Giuseppe, as soon as m got out of the town, 
"to hear that you had sent for the Doctor 
yesterday. I hope the Signora is not un- 
well ! said I to the waiter, with some appre^ 
hension. "Not at all," said he; "the Doctor who 
is with your lady is no medieal man, but a 
great philosopher, who can tell her many 
strange things." 

I gave Giuseppe a full account of my inter- 
view with the pseudo Doctor, and we then 
proceeded on our way. 
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The Camerano road runs between the sea^ 
shore and the post road» so that I only saw 
Osimo in the distance. He who rides from 
Loreto to Ancoiia must arm himself with 
patience^ for the country is yeiy deeeptive to 
the eye. 

The land bordering on the coast is ent np by 
little hills, low enough to be overlooked at a 
distance^ but high enough eyery moment to 
exclude the view. The consequence is, that 
with so much up and down work, you are 
always farther from any particular part than 
appears to be the case; and even when this 
comes to an end, and you reach the gates of 
Ancona, it takes a long time to pass all the 
fortifications^ and to thread the thronged streets, 
before you arrive at the Hotel della Pace, 
whose cool rooms and capital arrangements are 

very welcome after a twenty-one miles march. 

Ancona is an interesting little town, possess- 
ing its classical as well as its historical value ; 
but the ever increasing industry which obtains 
here, under the privilege of a free port, the 
continual departures and arrivals of steamers, 
which keep up a constant communication with 
Trieste, Malta, and the ports of the East, throw» 
for the moment, its classical memories into the 
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backgi-ound. I had been there before^ and bad 

no need to remain very long at present. Many 
years ago, when bound on a visit to the Ionian 
Islands, I had time and leisure to see all that 
was to be seen. But I was still glad to em^ 
ploy the time of my mid-day rest in walking 
through the streets of the new part of the 
town* Juyenal writes of Ancona, and the 
Emperor Trajan embellished it with several fine 
marble buildings. The popes did the same, 
and in many historical occurrences it has 
played a prominent part It may also boast of 
having produced several men of note, and has 
been rich in beautiful women; and of these 
one, the so-called ^Heroine of Anoona,"* ob* 
tained an undying renown by having, when 
the town was besieged in 1 173 by the Ghibe- 
lines, during a dreadful famine, denied the 
nourishment of the breast to her own child, in 
order to give it to a fainting warrior, who, as it 
is said, strengthened by the reviving stream, 
grasped his weapon with a renewed energy, to 
risk his life tor his country's good. 

Oocnpied with these recollections, I directed 
my steps to the pier, where the Trajan's Arch, 
which crowns its ancient part, and the Pope's 
Arch, which crowns the modem half, have 
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caused no little criticism, but, nevertheless, it 
is a buUdiog worthy of much admiration. I 
was obliged, howeyer, to hasten on» for my 
riding habit caused rather too much obser- 
vation. 

On my return, I asked the iaudlord if ladies 
never rode in Aneona? Very seldom in the 

town, he told me ; and a Roman lady, Emma 

Gagiotti, was the only one he ooold recollect 
passing throngh the streets en Anuusone.** 
From further inquiries, I found that this 
Corinne of the nineteenth century, who about 
ten years ago was the object of universal ad- 
miration for her beaaty» her talents in music» 
painting, and languages, was now living here in 
retirement vrith her fiunily. The marriage 
which she foolishly contracted with a rich 
Englishman proved unhappy. 

To my mind, the pleasantest part of an eques- 
trian tour is when one turns one's back on a 
large town, and again comes to the open conn- 
try and pure air. Ballerino must have been of 
the same opinion, for he sprang through the 
last gate and over the last drawbridge, not in 
the least regarding the police there stationed ; 
and, indeed, I did not restrain him, as I always 
left all passport arrangements to Giuseppe. 
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A morose douanier was much offended at tbi8», 
and with tbe malicious question whether we 

had anything contraband upon us/' he seized 
mj bridle rein before I could prevent it* Such 
a question to those whom their passport showed 
to haye ridden aJreadif 200 miles on horseback* 
and to have much more before them, seemed 
to me 80 scandalous that I gaye him no an* 
swer, but urged my horse forward. " But what 
have you ^t in that basket Y' said he^ pointing 
to the puppy's hanging cradle* ** Look for your* 
self," said I, " and if it is subject to duty, let 
me know what I haye to pay/' With a triumph* 
ant smile, as if expecting to find something of 
importance^ the douanier went to the basket 
and woke up the little puppy into a snarl and 
a bark, which caused a general laugh, and the 
characteristic remark, that if I had opened my 
basket at hrst there would have been no need 
to look at my passport, as nobody but *'una 
Signora Inglese " would ever carry a dog hang* 
ing at her saddle ! 

Anything so uniform as the twenty miles fruiu 
Ancona to Sinigaglia is not easy to find. On 
one side is the level sea, and uii the other a 
landscape as level. 

Un&vourably as this monotony contrasted 
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with the fair scene of the previous day, it still 
had a chann for me ; for the monotony of the 
sea, as well as of the desert, is but seeming. 
At the sea-Bide there is really no sameness — 

nature there is in a constant change — colours, 
light and ahade> are continuaUj altering, and 
this is the more visible, because there are no 
land-like forms to break the outline and attract 
the attention. 

Then, what animation is given by the gigantic 
steamer and the three-masted ship, pictoresquely 
rigged feluccas and fishing craft — to such a sea 
as the Adriatic, to whose waters the cloudless 
blue of the bright sky imparts its colour! 
Sometimes we exchanged the hard chalky 
white road for the soft sea-sand, and the foam 
of the gentle waves refreshed the feet of our 
horses ; and there blew such a reviving breeze^ 
that almost before we were aware of it we had 
passed the station of Ansicata, and an hour 
later we reached our night quarters at Siui- 
gaglia. 

One of the chief interests attached to this 
town, the successor of the ancient Sena Gal- 
Jica,'* is the widely-renowned yearly market of 
Santa Maria Madalena, which for more than 
six centuries has been held here, and is so held. 
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up to this present time, with all its original 
usages^ and on its original site* Everything 
needfttl or desirable, from the costly clothing of 
the rich and noble to the commonest article in 
use amongst the peasants and labourers, is to be 
met with at this feir. Merchants from Venice, 
Geneva, Trieste^ France and Germany, and the 
Levant, bring hither their different commo- 
dities; not in small bundles, to tempt the easily 
tempted traveller, but in bales and chests, to 
supply the inland trade of the whole country. 
Every house is turned into a shop, and the 
whole town into a bazaar. There is hardly a 
European language which may not be heard in 
the crowded emporium, and every dialect of 
the Italian provinces meets the ear. 

If I did not find the town in the fever of this 
animated time— for it takes place on the 20th 
July, lasting till the 8th August — found it in 
scarcely a less agitation. 

It was celebrating the arrival of the Pope, for 
his first visit to his native })lace since his acces- 
sion to the throne. His Holiness had arrived 
the evening before, and at the moment when 
we, dusty, exhausted, and thirsty, rode into the 
town, the Pope was making a gala tour round 
it, with a splendid train, and every honour that 
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could be heaped upon him. This was Terjr 

unfortunate for our tired liorses, for, of course, 
eveiy aTenue was stopped* and we could scarcely 
meet with anj one sufficiently unoccupied to 
show us by what back-way we could gain the 
Formica,'* the only hotel in Sinigaglia ! After 
a long trial of patience, many questions, and 
repeated mistakes, we at length caught sight of 
the " Formica;" and as at this point the bustle 
was at the highest, Giuseppe left his horse to 
my care, and hastened up to the inn to see if 
he could secure us a lodging. I saw him, with 
disappointed mien, going from house to house, 
and from stable to stable, from public-house to 
public*house, till he was almost knocked up. 
At leiii^^th a geudarine told me 1 must retire 
into a bye^treet with my horses, as the papal 
procession was approaching ! Of course I was 
obliged to follow his directions, and thus I saw 
very little of the sight, as I was placed behind 
some thick trees, and the noise alone told me 
that it was passing by. The Corese soon after- 
wards found me in my hiding-place, and brought 
me tidings that we should fare very badly as to 
our night quarters. The noble Ballerino and 
his brave comrade would have to make common 
companionship with about thirty miserable 
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horseSy mnlei» asses, and goats ; whOe I was to 

have a bed in the house of a good-natured 
fiurmef 8 wife. Without any attentioti to the 
calls of hunger and thirst, I changed my habit 
quickly for a less remarkable dresSi aad hastened 
to deliyer two letters of introduction wUch his 
Excellency Monsignore B had given me to 
his brothers. Of course on such a day aa this 
I could hardly expect to find them — for the one 
being ^ Gonfelonieiey" and the other ** Sindaco,* 
they must be in attendance with the Pope. 
Without the aid of Giuseppe's strong armi I 
should nerer haye got through the crowd. 

It is impossible to deny that the Italians have 
great taste and aptitude in arranging these fes- 
tivities. During my long residence in the 
South, I had frequently had opportunities of 
seeing and admiring this inuate genius for art, 
but the Sinigaglians surpassed all my former 
experiences, whether in the Tuscan, Roman, or 
Neapolitan Governments ; and when I say that 
the whole town seemed metamorphosed into a 
universal ball-room, I give the reader but a 
fiaint idea of the dazzling effect of the reality. 

The air was loaded with the scent of myrtles 
and laurel boughs^ which formed a soft carpet 
over the sand-strewn streets. From bouse to 
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house, on each side of the way, were stretched 

tapestry awnings. Red, green, white, blue, and 
ydlow lamps Tied in colour and brightness with 
flowering plants. Old and young, full-dressed 
women, laughing maidens, and wanton children, 
composed the crowd, while they greeted each 
other as acquaintances and friends, met and 
passed, or expressed their pleasure at the beauty 
of the spectacle. Here, came a chorus of men, 
singing ^La bandiera bianca;'* there^ an 
orchestre performed favourite opera airs. Here, 
a company were refreshing themselves with ices 
and '^sorbetti;** there, a rising fire-balloon 
occupied the spectators. Here, a baud of 
country folk ; there, a posse of sailors attracted 
attention by the execution of their characteristic 
dances. Wherever you came were highly 
decorated arches, beautiful drapery hanging 
from every window ; and at last, when the sun 
had sunk to rest in the west, and twilight fell 
upon the scene, thousands upon thousands of 
lamps suddenly illuminated the streets — lamps 
of all forms and all sizes, and some decorated 
with allegorical painting, armorial bearings, and 
sententious mottoes. The front of the palace 
appropriated to the Pope was a complete sea of 
fire. The little marine of Sinlgaglia also lent 
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its aid to the brilliancy of the f&e. In the 
harbour which stretches into the town, from 
ship to ship, felucca to felucca, bark to bark, 
were stretched ropes with flags and lamps, while 
an appointed squadron did its part in the sliow 
by several saWos of artillery. 

Without attempting to fiithom, without daring 
to measure, how much of this ovation was to be 
-attributed to the papal dignity, or to the 
burger of Sinigaglia, Mastai-Ferretti, personally, 
— whether flattered self-love or pleasing his 
fellow-citizens Avere the chief motives to the 
display — I wandered about until the forty and 
odd miles I had ridden that day t»egan to tell 
upon my strength, and, as the next day I 
proposed to have another long march, I thought 
it prudent to seek the "Formica" again, 
especially as the festivities had assumed a 
rather too bacchanalian character. 

I was not a little surprised to find the 
Oonialioneie and Sindaco waiting at my hotel 
for me, these gentlemen having, when their 
duty was over, found the letters I had delivered 
at their houses, and hurried off to pay me a 
visit. In this kind attention I recognized the 
same sjnrit of hospitality which had induced 
their brother for so many years to favour me 
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with 80 many civilities. Thej pressed me to 
defer mf depftrtnre^ and to aeoompany them to 
8oine of the festivities of the evening; but, for 
many reasons, I deelined their friendij eager- 
ness^ and confined mjself to a few minutes* 
plea^nt eonversation with them* They ex- 
pressed nraeb regret that I had not arrived the 
previous evening, that I might have witnessed 
the Pope^ lee^ytion— not on account of the 
splendid ceremonies of the day, but because, 
they said* it had been really interesting to see 
the sensibility, the humble and grateful spirit 
whidi Pius IX. had exhibited on the occasion. 
Deeply impressed at his retom'to his birthplace^ 
and overwhelmed with the feelings it called 
forth, he conld scatcely represa them when he 

saw the enthusiasm of bis fellow- townsmen, and 
tears dimmed his eye as he gave them a silent 
blessing. When they brought him to the palace 
prepared for his reception, he declined to enter 
it, and spent the first night in the simple 
chamber of the burger-bouse wiiere he drew his 
first breath. The time which was not occupied 
with the ceremony of tlic day, he spent in 
visiting some of the friends of his youth and 
persons of all classes with whom he had any 
acquaintance during the years of his private 
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life, and in relieving the necessities of the poor 
and misemble. 

I may here be permitted to repeat an anee- 
dote» which I have on the authority of the 
person most interested in it, and which may be 
amusing to the reader, not only for the pretty 
honrmOi it contains, but becange it is a confirma- 
tion of the opinion the two brothers gave of the 
Holy Father. 

Among the young men to whom the Count 
Mastai-Fenetti was attached daring his student 
years at VoIterra,wa8 a Piedinontese Dominican 
monk, of the name of Gaude. With this man 
he formed a close frfendsbip^ until his return to 
. Rome took him away from the place, and 
interrupted his intercoufse with the monk. The 
Count, meanwhile, took orders, became a priest, 
and undertook* in 1823, a mission to Chili* 
Aft^ his return he dcToted himself to the 
cause of the poor, and was made President of 
the ProTident Institution at San Michele. 
When the Pope Leo XII. subsequently made 
him Archbishop of Spoleto, and he was thus in 
a situation to offer his former curate a remune- 
rative employment neal* himself* he invited him 
to visit him. But a still higher rank again 
called him away, and, being raised to the Arch- 
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bishopric of Imola, in 1833, by Gregory XVI», 
his faYonrite Qande and be were again divided. 

The archbishopric was followed by a Cardinal's 
bat, and this by the papal tiaia. Thirteen years 
had passed by, during which time Gaude had 
heard nothing direct from his patron; but 
dnring this long term nothing made Pins forget 
his old favonritOb and he Iiad not been long 
elected the successor of Gregory XVL when he 
sent for Gaude, and appointed him Director of 
the ^Seminario Pio." 

This honourable situation Gaude had filled 
for nine years, not dreaming that Pius IX. had 
any further intentions towards him, until one 
day His Holiness paid a visit to the Seminario, 
and after inspecting it, and signifying his satis, 
faction with the Director, he expressed a wish 
to speak further with him, and desired him to 

take a chair beside him. Althoudi it was not 
allowed to any one below the rank of Cardinal 
to sit in the presence of the Pope, the Director 
was not surprised, because from his youth he 
had suffered from a lameness which forbade him 
to stand for any length of time. Still, as he 
hesitated reqieotfully, the Pope with his own 
hand reached him a chair, and with that aiBi- 
bility which had won so many hearts, he placed 
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his hand on his friend's shoulder^ and said to 
him» '*Gaad6^ Gaude et laetare» presto a is 
Cardinale." 

With this pleasant play upon words was the 

unassuming but meritorious Dominican most 
unexpectedly laised to an honour which many 
an ambitious man has doubtless spent his life in 
endeavouring to attain, and which would have 
been too costly to the poor monk himself, had 
not the Pope at the same time defrayed all the 
expenses attending his eleyation. 

Some months after this occurrence, wtien the 
new cardinal had his first reception in his palace 
of ^'Cardinale Vicario,'' I remember to haye 
been there myself; and as I saw the jewelled 
Italian princesses and the crowd of ourious 
foreigners passing through the beautiful rooms, 
I did not expect that the highly honoured but 
humble Dominican would one day relate to me, 
in a friendly circle, the stoiy of his rapid eieva. 
tion. . . . But my reader must now take 
leave of the festivities of Sinigaglia» and follow 
the solitary rider once more. 

At the mouth of the Metauro and across a 
plain* nearly twenty miles from Sinigaglia* lies 
Fano, the " Fanum Fortunse ** of the ancients, 
which belonged to the cities of Pentapolis. 
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Here I Ixad intended to rest, but a part of the 
Pope's convoy was thei^ and all entertainment 
for man and beast was already monopolized. 
In order to avoid this company, I skirted the 
town, and was thus deprived of the sight of 
several objects worthy of inspection, particularly 
a marble triumphal arch raised by Augostns^ 
and some fine pictures in the church of Fano. 

This town, like most others in the Bomagna, 
can boast of having furnished an occupant of 
the papal chair, being the birthplace of Clement 
VIII« But its greatest honour consists in 
having established the first printing press in 
which the Arabic letters were used, and that at 
the cost of Pope Julius II. 

After a hasty meal at La Cattolica, I rode on 
as far as Bimini ; a name with which every one 
must be fianiliar, as being the scene of the mis* 
fortune of the beaatifiil daughter of Guide da 
Polenta. 

Is it to be wondered at that her lov^ her 

fault, and her punishment, arose from the 
perusal of that touching episode in Dante's 
^Divina Ck>mmedia,* when one thinks that the 
great poet was a beloved friend and protege of 
the proud Lord of Ravenna, and that he had 
seen Frandsca, glowing with ixuiocence and 
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beauty, rise from childhood to girlhood, from 
girlhood to womanhood, under her Mher's roof ^ 
He nmte that pathetic tale in ^he same house 
in which Francisca was born, and where he 
found an asylum during the last ten jean of his 
exile. 

Of Francisca's house there is nothing now to 
be seen ; it has become amalgamated with the 
Palazzo Buffi, or perhaps the latter has been 
built where the former once stood. I strolled 
on to the market-place, where I saw a stone 
with the following inscription— 

C. Oajsar Diet. Rubicono Bnperato Civili Bat. 
Conmulit saos Mc in foro Ar. adiocut. 

From this stone Ctesar had addressed lus sol* 

diers. The die was cast; the liubicon passed; 
and the word was ^ Forward.** . 

Only a few hundred years later, and St. 
Antonio held a discourse here also ; but as there 

was a scarcity of human auditors, he addressed 
the iishes ! 

It requures to be an old traveller in Italy, or 
at least one who loves to linger over classic 
ground, to feel all the true pleasure that is to 

be enjoyed in visiting certain localities and 
towns whose historical and poetical interest 

awakens again our youthful sympathies ; but in 
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order to know how inexhaustible a source of 
this pleasure Italj is, he must ^sit it on horse- 
back» that he -may find, as he will at almost 
every step^ something worth his notice. If the 
summer months had not been too short, if I 
had not other duties which called me elsewhere, 
I should have rejoiced to have devoted much 
longer time to my present tour* I mention 
this only to excuse my apparent neglect of 
much that is worthy of observation, and at the 
same time to make those who follow my steps 

aware, that if they will do it as it ought to be 
done, they must have an unlimited credit on 
the Bank of Time. 

I left Bimmi very unwillingly, but still more 
did I regret that I must now abandon Adria 
and enter the inlaud road to Forli, without pay- 
ing a visit to the lovely environs of Bavenna, 
that chief city of the Western Empire, the seat 
of the Gothic and Longobardic kings^ the 
metropolis of the Greek exardis ! Rome-like, 
she mourns in utter loneliness over her bygone 
celebrity; and yet how exalted, how grand, 
how rich in their fallen state are both! In 
Bavenna*s classic ''Pineto^'* Dante loved to 

dream and to breathe its inspiration into his 
noble poetry. Boccaccio's tale Nastagio degli 
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OneBtn" goes on in that wood. Dryden's muse 

has done homage to it ; and Bjroii has not left 
it unsung. Here grew the mighty trunks out 
of whose planks Rome buUt her stately galleys ; 
and from these pines were selected the lofty 
masts which bore the banners of Venice. At 
Ravenna is the sepulchre of Dante, at the door 
of which Chateaubriand, bareheaded, knelt be- 
fore he entered ; and on the tomb within Byron 
placed a copy of his works as an offering ! At 
this sanctuary Alfieri wrote one of his finest 
sonnets, while reverently bending to the earth : 

" 0 gran padre Alighier, se dal ciel miri 

Me tao discepol non indegno starmi, 

Bal cor traendo profondi sospiri 

Proitakto iniiaiud a 'taoi fimsroi mairmi." 
* • • • 

The country between Rimini and Cesena is 

chiefly interesting from Caesar's passage of the 
Rubicon. Besides a stream of considerable 
breadth,over which there is an ancient bridge, and 
which to this day besfs the name of II Rubi* 
cone," there are three other small rfyers which 
run into the Adriatic, and which contend with 
the real Rubicon in forming the boundary of 
Cis-Alpiue Gaul. These are the Savignano, the 
PisaUsUo, and the Rugone. A clear proof that 
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that the above mentioned river is the trae 

Rubicon, is the circumstance that the countiy 
people^ who have no archeologic or geographic 
theory to support, have always given it that 
appellatioD. 

Mj ap proach to Cesena is among the most 
enjoyable moments of my tour, and will never 
depart firom my memory. Bathed in a goxgeons 
sunset the landscape lay before me, as I began 
the ascent of the hill, on whose summit the 
town stands. To the right, in the far distance, 
glances the sea, dotted with vessels, and the 
coast now clothed in spring-like verdure, while 
the picturesque town, and a boldly rii^ing height 
crowned with a church and monastery, bound 
my view to the left. It was in this fine church 
of Santa Maria del Monte " that Pius VIL 
took his vows as Bendictine monk, to enter as 
Padre Chiaramonte in the adjoining monastery. 
Sweet smells added to the beauty of the pic- 
ture. Trains of peasants going home from their, 
labour; groups of mowers with their scythes, 
shortening their way with song and dance; 
grave shepherds conducting their flocks over 
the plain; herdsmen and women driving their 
cattle to water, enlivened the scene so plea- 
santly, that I often checked Ballerino in his 
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quick paces, to enjoy it the longer. Nor were 
more elegant figures wanting, and the richer 
inhabitants of Ce«eiui» on foot or in oanriagesy had 
come out to take the air. 

Two ^elegants** in a calessino drawn by a 
handsome horse seemed to be admiring my 
horses. Thej had driven by my side for about 
a mile, when, with a. respectful bow, they 
asked me if I had come from Sinigagiia* and if 
I could give them any account of the Pope's 
arrival there ? I told them all I knew, and this 
induced a conversation, from which I discovered 
that they were of one of the best families in 
Cesena, and heard to my regret» that I should 
have the greatest difficulty in obtaining a 
lodging in the already overfilled town, where 
not only every inn, but every private house was 
crowded with visitors, and that many would have 
to pass the night k la belle ^toile.** Before 
they left me, one of them presented me with 
the most delicate bouquet I ever saw, consisting 
of freshly gathered damask roses, of the 
choicest kind, which he had brought from his 
villa. 

We did not find Cesena so gaily decorated 
as Sinigaglia was, but the inhabitants had 

taken the same fever; and as the Pope*s 

F 2 
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arrival was being delayed, you saw impatience, 
mistruat^ and restlessness in eYery feature. A 
festive crowd thronged the streets, and it was 
no trifle to make our way through them. Eyery 
one seemed to have other things to do than to 
-attend to me, and a moment of doubt overcame 
me, as I saw the clear impossibility of ob» 
taining a room. Still it was as impossible to 
go on, for I, as well as my horses, vrere eom^ 
pletelj tired. 

Giuseppe jumped from his saddle in order to 
make an attempt to find some sort of a shelter, 
and returned to say that he had seen a kind of 
a grotto,** in which he thought the horses 
might be housed, provided I was content with a 
little room, which the woman to whom it be* 
longed had offered him. Of course this offer 
was not refused. The good woman appeared, 
and after walking through a labyrinth of alleys, 
she entered a little earth-built hut, where X had 
to climb a ladder, which brought me Into a hot 
chamber. It was broad, but very low, and with 
its many trap-doors^ sliding cupboards and exits, 
had a very coupe gorge appearance. Had not 
Gil Bias' adventures occurred in Spain, I should 
have taken it for one of those **loci csedibns 
iufames " he so graphically describes. All that 
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remained for me, howeyer, was to secure it, suck 
as it was, and to ascertain that th^re were to be 
no occupants of the second bed which the room 
contained. ^ Only two or three men had ap» 
plied for it," said tlie woman. " My good friend," 
said I, that will never do — will pay you as 
much as if you had let both beds, but I must 
be dUme'' ''That will cost you something/' 
said she^ with undisguised astonishment at my 
luxurious tendencies. ''And Low can it be 
untenanted* when tiie door cannot be closed { " 

However, I insisted that I must Lave my 
way, and only begged to know what I must pay 
for it. ^Well, I can*t take less than two 
paoli," was the result; and of course I was 
obliged to agree to her terms, proTided she 
would supply me with some things that were 
necessary. However, except a lamp and a jug 
of water, I got nothing of what I required, nor 
did I see the woman again. I was ignorant, 
also, where my servant and the horses were, • 
and thus I saw myself entirely cut off from the 
world, and condemned to this suspicious looking 
chamber, which I dared not leave, for fear of 
having all my property stolen. 

I Lave purposely been so particular in de- 
scribing my lodging at Cesena, in order to give 
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tbe reader some notion of the primitive con- 
dition in which pttrts of Italy still slumber, 
where the Pioneer-English traveller has not yet 
found his way, and to make any who are dis- 
posed to try it, aware what they have to expect. 
In hoping to get any sleep in this comfortless 
'room, I was reckoning entirely on the great 
fatigue I had undergone. Still I could not lay 
me down without, attended by my dog and 
4Uined with my lamp, first having a close in- 
spection of every comer of the places and ascer- 

tainiug to what each door led. At one of them 
my dog was sniffing and whining, and I could 
not help looking jfarther; and my alarm was not 
small, when I saw an immense shepherd's dog, 
and, fiirther on, a number of snoring men and 
women on a row of miserable beds. With the 
speed of lightning I shut the door again* They 
might be liarmless people enough, but I should 
have remained veiy uneasy if I had not at that 
* moment discovered a strong bar, and, fixing it 
across the door, I mshed my neighbours good 
night, and secured myself from any friendly or 
unfriendly intercourse with them. 

Fortunately, my rest was undisturbed, and, 
notwithstanding my surroundings, I slept well 
and long, and was only awakened next morning 
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by the well known knock of Giuseppe at mj 
door* 

We had not long left the city when the sight 
of the riYor Savio leminded me that» if a reck- 
less Robert von Genf had written the name of 
Cesena in history with letters of blood, a Dante 
had immortalized it by his kind remembrancoi 
speaking of it as 

" Quell il, a cui il Savio bagna il fmnco, 
Co si com 'ella siede tra il piano e ii monte 
Tra tiraimia si yive e stato franoo." 

A capital road, which has been formed on the 
foundation of the ancient Via Emiha," leads 
through a fruitful plant to Forli; and when we 
had passed the Apennioe mountain streams of 
Aria, Bevanella, Bevano, and Avusa, we arriTed 
at the little town of P'orlirapopoli, a uame very 
little altered from the old one of Forum Popiiii, 
which, like most places on this coast, was one 
of the scenes of the struggle between Murat 
and the Allied Powers, until at last the decisive 
fight at Tolentino drove him out of the Roman 
States. Not far from ForUmpopoli we pass 
the river Romo, and then reach Forli, rich in 
classical and mediasval recollections. 

Although not more than eighteen miles from 
Cesena^ I determined on remaining here the 
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rest of the day, and making it mj night quarters 
also, seeing that our next stage over the Apen- 
nines would be a fatiguiug one, and presenting 
yery few good places for a halt. 

Forli lies just at the foot of the mountains, 
in a fine and produetiye valley, watered by the 
Rome and the Montone^ and is well worth a 
short visit. The antiquity of its church, a 
chamber in the town hall, painted by Raphael, 
and the handsome market-place, are all worth 
inspection, as well as the old mined wails, and 
all possess historical value of some kind. I will 
only instance the heroism of Catherina Sforza. 
Her hnsband, Girolamo Biaiio, the nephew, or 
as some think him, the son of Sixtus IV., ^vas 
Lord of Forli and Bimini. He had played a 
conspicuous part in the Pazzi conspiracy, and 
was, it is said, at the instigation of Jjorenzo di 
Medici, poi<i:nardecl by two of his officers, while 
dining in his palace at ForIL The populace 
dragged the body, which had been thrown from 
a window into the street, round the city walls ; 
but as the insurgents^ after they had seized 
upon his wife and children and put them into 
prison, demanded the key of the citadel, the 
commandant refused to give it up without the 
personal permission of Catherina Sforza. The 
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conspirators, therefore, allowed her to pass into 
tiie city, keeping the children as pledges; but 
no sooner was she within the walls than she 
ordered them to be fired upon, and seeing them 
preparing to reTenge themselves on her childreii, 
she mounted the wall, and cried out, If you 
kill them, recollect that T have still a son in 
Imola, and carry another in my womb, both of 
whom will one day be old enough to avenge 
such a crime.** 

The people^ intimidated by the courage she 
displayed, did not carry out their revengeful 
intentions. At a later period this same Cathe- 
rina defended Forii against the united powers 
of France and the States of the Church, 
although, after an heroic contest, in which 
she disputed every inch of ground, retreating 
ftoin town to town, she was at last taken pri- 
soner, and sent to the Castle of St. Angelo. 
# ♦ # # 

At 4 o'clock the next morning we left Forli, 
wrapt in the stillness of night, and we had not 
proceeded &r before I missed my beautIM 
greyhound, who had followed me so many hun- 
dred miles. We had passed the village of 
Varano, three miles from Forli, when turning 
round to look for her, she was nowhere to be 

Fd 
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Been« Detenniiied to return to Forli» and take 
every step to recover her, I was just putting the 
plan into execution, when we observed the poor 
dog Fanning after ii8» and I feel persuaded that 
she had escaped from some one who intended to 
steal her* I vras resolved to be more careful in 
future, and to carry her in my lap over the 
mountains. 

Precisely on this very day, when we had so 

long a march before us, every thing seemed.to 
be against us. Having repassed Varano, I was 
long detained at Rovere by matters relating to 

• 

my passport. At Terra del Sole, the Tuscan 
border town, I was much hindered by the curi- 
osity of the inhabitants, on account of my mode 
of travelling ; so that after five hours and a half 
we had only accomplished thirteen miles. In 
the Locanda del Giglio, a miserable hedge inn, 
where we had to rest our horses, only one 
kitchen, filled with tobacco smoke and drinking 
boors, was to be found, and I was obliged to 
walk out and look about the village, which lies 
on the Montone, just where two other small 
streams run into it. 

It was Sunday, and I walked towards the 
church upon the hill, whence I could already 
distinguish the sound of the organ. However, 
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in this small place, where scarcely ever a visitor 

is seen, mj dress, and the circumstance of having 
travelled on horseback, produced so mnch sen- 
sation, that I was quickly encompassed by half 
the village, and could proceed neither for- 
wards nor backwards. Not having Giuseppe 
with me, I had no alternative but to go back to 
the inn, and let myself be smoked in patience, 
until the horses were ready to go forward. 

The road over the Apennine pass of San 
Godenzo was opened only a few years ago by 
the Tuscan Government, with the view of form- 
ing a communication between Florence, Rimini, 
Ravenna, and the other cities of the north 
western coast of the Adriatic Sea. Its construc- 
tion is according to modern art, and it is excel- 
lently attended to ; and it only requires tliat the 
tourists should have a hint of this, to bring a 
concourse of travellers to enjoy the pleasures it 
affords. 

From Rocca San Casciano the road follows 
the windings of the Montone, and at the passing 
of the old fortified town * Portico,' at a distance 
of twelve miles, is the village of San Benedetto, 
where the ascent of the mountains begins. As 
we were obliged to stop to give the horses rest, 
the innkeeper seemed to think we must also 
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pass the night here, and did his best to describe 
to me what a night I might hare if I did not! 
If the * Leone d'Oro * had been the best hotel 
possible* I should not have altered my plan of 
reaching Corbonile the same evening, as I did 
not wish to lose a day in my arrival at Floreince» 
although I do not deny that it put both me and 
the horses to some fatigue* and I could not con- 
scientioQsly advise any one to follow my ex- 
ample* yet the evening ride over the mountains 
gave me enjoyment that I would not have 
missed. What can be more delightful than to 
ride in the bright sunset of a southern clime, 
through the variable scene of a mountain road, 
where almost every foot in the ascent affords 
one a change of vegetation and a more distant 
prospect. Evergreen trees, nicely built ter- 
races* and the soft pasture land* we had left 
behind us ; and the cornfields, the chesnuts and 
the frnit trees, must give place to the oak and 
the beech? Here in these liiuli and silent 
regions* and in this vaporous air* a panorama 
of vdld rocks and monntain chains* such as I 
had never seen before, rose before ray eyes. 
Then* everything seemed stotched at my 
feet, and I experienced the sensation of being 
at the summit of a glorious mountain i Peace-^ 
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folly closed in the eyening upon this splendid 
scene. No motion, no sound, disturbed the 
quiet. The road which wound from one moun- 
tain wall to another, and the noiseless rising of 
a solitary eagle, were the only prooft we saw 
that this desert was ever trodden by men, or 
inhabited by animak. Majestic was the flight 
of the kingly bird, hastening to his nest, while 
approaching night spread her shadows around 
us. 

The group of houses which gi?e8 the name of 
San Godeneo to this pass, is situated a short 
distance after passing the extreme ridge. The 
siz miles which were still before us we began 
to look upon as a real evil, a sensible " revers 
de la medaille." I cannot leave unnoticed the 
brave endurance with which the horses had 
undergone so trying a journey. Notwithstand- 
ing their fatigue and the darkness, they never 
made a false step ; and, indeed, it seemed as if, 
with my impatience to arrive at Carbonile, their 
courage and good- will increased, and they bore 
us along with indefatigable perseverance. With 
what pleasure did I at length perceive the dis- 
tant light of the lonely house, where these 
^thfhl servants were to forget their fatigue ! 
We had ridden over nearly sixty Roman miles, 
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and the ride bad brought with it so much 
trouble^ but so mnch enjoyment at the same 
time, that I made sure of a good night's rest, 
even had the little hm been less comfortable 
than it was. Tuscan civilization was very ap* 
parent in this out of the way place ; and as a 
proof that as jet no foreign travellers had 
spoiled its primitive prices, I may mention that 
three paoletti were the entire charge for lodgr 
ing, supper, and breakfast. 

A charming ride across the wooded valley of 
the Sieve brought ns the following day to Pon- 
tassieve, a place at which the rushing mountain 
stream which had hith^o been our companion 
falls into the Arno, and the post roads from 
Fori! and Areszo to Florence join. Our ap- 
proach to a large town soon became apparent. 
Farm followed farm, villa villa, and house 
house. I remembered the beautiful lines of 
Ariosto in which he speaks of the environs of 
Florence* 

" A veder pien di tante ville i colli 
Par che il terren ve le germogli come 
Yermene germogliar suole e rampolli ; 
Se dentra an mar, sotto im med«aiDO aome 
Fosser zacooiti i tooi palazzi spand 
Noa ti Mffieii da psireggiar dod Borne/' 

Florence " La bella " was before me. I was 
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at the Porta alia Croce. A few steps throusrh 
the narrow streets brought me to the pleasant 
Lungf Amo and an hotel distinguished by Tuscan 
cleanliness and comfort— -doubly enjoyable after 
such a jouni^* 

But you, my reader, who have experienced 
only the pleasures of my 400 miles ride, may be 
ready at once for the })alatial streets of the old 
city! Procure, then, your guide! visit the 
Medioean Venus, and the Madonna delta Seg- 
giola, and mount the hill of Bellosguardo, to 
revel in the. sweet view of the vale of Amo! 
But do not expect me to accompany you. For 
the few days of my stay in Florence, we must 
part. 
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nOH FLOBEUGE TO AIX, IN SAYOT. 



The beautiful road that leads from Florence to 
Pi8a» through the vale of the Anio» that garden 
of Tuscany, over which, in bygone days, the 
diligence and th9 Yetturino were constantly 
passing, might now almost be struck out of the 
map ; for where the railroad makes its appear- 
ance the loads become next to useless, and all 
the poetry and all the enjoyment of travelling 
vanish, and only the disagreeables remain. 
The names of the cities and stations through 
which the hissing engine wings its demoniacal 
flight. Ml only half pronounced upon the 
tourist's ear. A busy official is for ever open- 
ing the doors of his ambulatory prison, only to 
shut them again. Of the sweet village of San 
Donnino, the trayeller knows nothing bat the 
name, and that only because it is written up in 
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larg6 letters at the station ; and into the narrow 
streets of Signa he has no time to enter, and 
see the skilful industry of its strawplatting 
population. At Montelupo, however, he cannot 
help thrusting his head out at the window, for 
the place is so picturesque, and the river valley 
is so narrow and well wooded At Empoli the 
train rushes on, though it is well worth stopping 
to see, for it is like a humming heehive^ and all 
the inhabitants seem to live in the open air. 
Scarcely a glimpse is caught of the pretty town 
of San Miniato dei Tedeschi, the irnitfiil banks 
of the Era, or the fine shape of the mountain 
^ Vermcea," which he has scarcely passed before 
the leaning tower of Pisa appears. 

These sixty-nine miles took me aday and a half 
to travel over, but they present no great interest 
when compared with what I had seen before. 
An eyen and well kept road, however, is an 
advantage they may certainly claim. My little 
greyhound, Huni,'' gave me so much trouble, 
for fear of losing her, that I deterinined to 
leave her in charge of some friends at San 
Giuliano, where I had been the previous y^r^ 
and where she had made herself a great 
iavourite. I had so droll an adventore with 
her at that time, that a relation of it may amuse 
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my reader. This small bathing place, besides 
its proximity to Pisa, had the attraction of 
great retirement, and in the autumn of 1856, 
at a time when I required rest, after the com- 
pletion of a work which I had had long in 
handy I established myself there early in the 
autumn. The season was over, and of course I 

was much alone. 

One day I was told» as something which was 
to giTO me pleasure, that in the theatre of the 
Casino there would be a performance that 
evening. But who aie the actors { " said L 
** Some of the townspeople,'* said my informant, 
a little offended; ^and there are some very 
good actors among them. The admission is 
only two grazien, though there are some better 
seats at six^ and you should take one of them.** 
I was obliged to promise that I would go, and 
go I did ; and what is more^ I distributed eighty 
tickets amongst a crowd of persons who were 
at the door, but who had not the wherewithal 
to secure an entrance. 

My little Huni followed me unperceived, 
and I took my seat in one of the proscenium 
boxes. The Italians are bom actors, and one 
of Scribe's iraudevilles was excellently peiv 
formed. Huni sat, like a judge, in a chair by 
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my side, and obserred with open mouth and 

perplexed eye the motions of the actors; but 

no sooner did she recognise in one of them the 

^traiteur'* of the place» and in another the 

keeper of the carino, who were now dressed as 

a dancing master and his pupil, aud performing 

the most ridicalons antics, than the little animal 

became unable to contain herself, and regarding 

neither the public^ nor the orchestra, nor the foot^ 

lights, she rushed to her good friends with a 

lend bark. Shouts of laughter and clapping of 

bands followed. ^Vedete la Huni, la bella 

brava Hum !" resounded on all sides, and no 

prima ballerina was ever recdved with louder 

greetings. 

« « ♦ ♦ 

It was now on the 13th June that I once 
more took leave of Pisa, one fine summer 
morning. Mj way lay northwards, across its 
well cultivated plains, which, however, are* 
rather uniform and monotonous, and yet, from 
their garden-like character, not unpleasing to 
the eye« Although there was not a foot of 
earth uncultivated, the habitations of man were 
very few, and of these, many were hidden 
among trees. I only passed one village, 
Serchio," which takes its name from the river 
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on which it stands, which in autumn and winter 

frequently overflows its channel, Fifiteen miies 
from Pisa is the town of Viareggio, where I 
halted for a short rest. It was here that 
Shelley receiyed his classical ftineral obsequies, 
but there is nothing, not even a wooden cross, 
to mark the spot. The long sand; strand, the 
ceaseless noise of the waves, the distant yiew 
of the ^e marble mountains of Carrara, and 
the aromatic scent of a neighbouring pine wood, 
give something of a dreamy and serious 
character to the place. The poet will find 
there more to admire than the painter; and 
the general visitor must console himself for the 
want of other enjoyments with the convenience 
of tlie baths, which are close to the shore. 

It was not till I reached Pietrasanta that I 
took my midday refreshment. A delightful 
shower had laid the dust and cooled the air, 
and that evening ride to Carrara belongs to the 
Purest buds of my equestrian anthology. The 
road to Massa is a snccesrion of the most 
luxuriant orchards and olive gardens. The 
white marble quarries, mixed with the hanging 
vines and orange trees, gave the approach to 
the city an appearance as uncommon as it was 
interesting. Not far from Massa we pass the 
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mountain stream ^'Frigida," across which is a 

fine white niarbie bridge, erected by the Arch- 
duchess Maria Beatrice^ the last sovereign of 
the little principality. The mountain " La 
Fose" now receives the road, and affords a 
splendid prospect over the valley of the Massa, 
the towers of the castle " Montignoso," and the 
rich plains beyond, stretching as fkr as the blue 
waters of the Mediterranean. After the summit 
is surmounted, the road then winds beneath the 
shade of oaks and saplings, through whose 
branches Carrara's amphitheatric biU^ with the 
singular white spots which indicate the quarries, 
arrests the attention. 

When I entered the city it was at too late an 
hour to think of visiting Torano and the Marble 
Works that evenings and I contented myself 
with a stroll through the town. The superfluity 
of white marble at every turn gives the idea of 
eztraordinnrv cleanliness. 

Like Ole Bull, as he entered Paris in a very 
splenetic humour and in the firm belief that he 
was to be one of the martyrs of the century, 
and would live nowhere but in the Bue des 
Martyrs," so thought I, that under the shadow 
of a classic hill, which had produced the mate- 
rial of so many works of art, the most appro- 
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pziate place of residenoe must be the cliusicaUy 

named " Nuova Paros, ' and thither I turned my 
stepB. M7 fiincy did not cost me so dear as the 
celebrated Norwegian's did him, for he under- 
went the first step towards martyrdom by marry- 
ing there, yet were the accommodations of the 
stately and pretentious Nuova Pares so miser- 
able, and the charges so shameless, that I cannot 
do better than record a warning against it. 

Carrara being the last city in the dnchy of 
Massa, we soon entered the Sardinian empire ; 
and passing through Luna and Sarzana, we 
came to the banks of the Magra, that much 
maligned river, the passage of which is described 
in many a yonng traveller's joomal in tragi- 
comic terms of difficulty and danger. A large 
bridge now building will soon release them from 
the necessity of much fine writing ! Contrary 
to the advice of the workmen I must needs ride 
over the bridge in progress: the quantity of 
tools and rough materials lying about was 
enough to make any horse shy or stumble ; and 
I might have paid dear for my adventurous 
rashness, had not my horse been so sure-footed 
that we passed all its dangers unscathed, and 
Ballerina indulged in a caracole, as if pleased at 
bis escape. 
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A few more miles, and the Gulf of 'La 
Spesia ' in all its majesty lay before me ! Gladly 
I greeted it» and followed its villa-decorated 
shores ; and, iatigaed with my day's journey, I 
sought refuge in the new hotel, " La Croce di 
Malta,** which stands on the Parade near the 
water^s edge* After a refreshing bath, and 
having laughed at the capers of the horses as 
Giuseppe took them into the sea, I dreamed 
away the evening along the pleasant margin of 
the beauteous gulf. 

To the left, near the end of its eastern side, 
lay Lend, mentioned by Dante in his Purga- 
torio,** and which again brought the sad fate of 
Shelley to my recollection, for it was to his 
▼ilia there that he was returning when his boat 
was capsized! To the right, closing on the 
west side of the bay, but only visible from the 

sea, lies the little islaiul of Pahnaria, reminding 
me of Platen's charming idyll, in which he 
paints so well the graces of La Speasia; but 
then, not to deceive bis fiiend, he adds^ 

"Dodh eilst dii dieser Insel zn, so male dir 
Niclit Capri vor, und iiiclit Sorrent, 
Wo ewige WoUuEt flute t, als Sirene iaosch^ 
Und fldtet ibzen JB^a^eton." 

Whether the Freiherr von liumohr'' followed 
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the poet's advice I never heard* but I know 

tbat» two years since^ when I made the attempt 
to pass some time in the solitades of that island, 
I found it an impossibility, seeing that there 
was but one house upon it» and that belonged 
to a Mr. Brown, who resided there with his 
family. This may have been the '4n einer 
Bncht am ufer halbversteekte villa," to which 
Platen alludes. 

During the most warlike phase of his eventful 
life, the great Napoleon cast Lis eye on the 
Gulf of La Spesday as a fit place for a maritime 
station. It is indeed not only its beauty that 
gives it distinction, but its nautical and strategic 
safety; and in capacity it would contain the 
navies of all Europe. The Neapolitan Govern- 
ment has long coiitemplated the removal hither 
of their arsenal at Genoa. Should this ever be 
accomplished, the qualifications of La Spezia 
for a summer residence would become better 
known, and be soon brought into greater 
repute. 

As it was partly the incomparable Riviera 
di Levante which induced me to perform my 
jouriic) from Hume to Switzerland on horse- 
back, 1 was now beginning to rejoice in antici- 
pation of the splendid tract of country lying 
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between me and Genoa. It would indeed be 
difficult to place its beauties before the reader. 
Every acre is to me a dithyrambie poem, a sub- 
lime Sabbatli holiday, a hymn raised by Nature 
to her Maker, showing His glory in her beau- 
tics ; aiid as poetry should be heard to be fully 
felt, so must the country be seen in order to 
awaken the admiration its magical charms 
deserve ! 

Very close behind La Spezia the road begins 

to assume considerable acclivity, and an occa- 
sional backward look over the Bay, which 
appears to be sinking lower and lower as our 
steps ascend, refreshes the ey^ until we reach 
San Benedetto, or, "La Foce della Spezia.** 
From this height the downward winding road 
follows the course of the river ** Becco,** till it 
flows into the Baraz, From Borghetto we 
traversed a hill of young cbesnut trees, forming 
the commencement of the Pass of Beloa; and 
here, in the little village of Mattarana, 1,600 feet 
above the sea level, the Genre-painter may see 
one of the most tasteful female head-dresses 
that can be conceived, consisting of a net, in 
which the hair is enclosed in a very graceful 
manner* The geologist may also find a rich 
field of enjoyment here, in the quarries of 

6 
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Italian serpentine. Ophites are found in large 
quantities in the chalk strata^ and not far from 
tlie mountain pass this is especially the case. 
In the cuttings dirough which the road is 
carried^ occur veins of serpentine and sehiller* 
stein, not only in the chalk» but in one auotl^er. 
It is remarkable that whereyer serpentine exists 
there is always a bareness and scantiness of 
Tegetation ; and when we reach the summit of 
the pass, though at no more than 1,600 feet, 
all vegetation ceases^ and the way winds between 
sharp spikes of rock, on which not a blade of 
grass is to be seen. The road itself is capitally 
made on both sides of the mountain, and the 
views, not only landward but seaward, are very 
fine, particularly that from the village of Bracco, 
where the eye wanders over the little creek of 
Moneglia, over Sestri, with its high promontory, 
over the Bay of Chiavari and the Cape of Porto 
Jb iuo, and it is said that on a clear day the coast 
of Corsica may be distinguished. 

This night I slept at Sestri di Levante, which 
is situated on a small isthmus at the foot of a 
woody promontory, and, to niy mind, the most 
poetical spot between La Spezia and Genoa. 

The country from Sestri to Rapalla so abounds 
in geological riches^ in quiet-looking inlets, wild 
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woodlands^ and tropical looking plants, that the 

traveller revels in one enjoyment after another ; 
now he strays over rocky paths» where the 
arbutus and the mountain-oak flonrish, and 
from which he may glance down, hundreds of 
feet below, to the deep blue of the Mediter- 
ranean. Charming villas, picturesque cottages, 
lie strewn over the hills, while churches of cha- 
racteristic architecture, with mosque-like cupo- 
las or slender white towers, rising out of orange 
and lemon trees, and surrounded by aloes, fan- 
palms^ and myrtlesj show themselves from the 
road. Presently our way conducts us along 
the shore, and through fishing towns and vil- 
lages, where groups of fishermen may be seen 
mending their nets, and women and maidens 
plying their lace bobbins. 

It is not till we reach Nervi, mth its dark- 
coloured houses, its fresco-covered palace, its 
pretty villas and blooming gardens, that this 
series of pictures breaks off ; and after indulging 
a thought upon the great world*discoverer, 
Columbus, as we pass through Quinto, (one of 
the places which contend for the honour of his 
birth,) we shortly find ourselves at San Martino 
d* .Albaro, which is almost a suburb of Genoa. 
The green spots between the houses now 
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become smaller, and at length entirely dis- 
appear, the nearer we approach the city of 
palaces ; and now the son shines with unmer- 
ciful glow on the white wallsy between which 
post-carriages, Tetturini, omnibuses, and carts of 
all sorts stir up the thick dust in ceaseless 
clouds. Ah, what a weary way it is before we 
come to the Porta Pi la ! — and even when there, 
the endless passage over Genoa's pavement " k 
dos d'&ne,** which a rider on a tired horse has to 
endure, is enough to drive him to despair. 

I alighted at the Hotel Feder, as usual ; but I 
could not advise any one who brings his own 
horses to do the same, for the stables are so 
bad that we could not venture to use them. 

Six officious waiters conducted me to the 
higher regions of the hotel. At every storey 
one of these remained behind, and the storeys 
seemed to have no end ; and when at last I 
objected to go any higher, I was told, in rather 
a haughty tone, that His Majesty the King of 
Bavaria with all his suite had taken the chief 
part of the house. If Giuseppe had not left me 
I should at once have proceeded to some other 
hotel, but now I must submit to prosecute my 
ascent towards the sky, until I was left vrith the 
last of the six waiters at the landing of the 
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sixth flight of stairs, and ushered into a small 
room, with nothing to console me but the bal- 
samic thought that I was under the same roof 
as his Bavarian Majesty. 

My garret was all but pierced through by the 
rays of the sun, and I began to fear that I 
should haye to undeigo the torments of a San 
Lorenzo. Moreover, as is usually the case in 
these aspiring regions^ it had no means of com- 
munication with the world below. After a long 
wandering through all manner of passages, I 
found at last something like a bell» on which, 
with the aid of my riding-whip, I rang so unin- 
terrupted a peal, that, in a moment, a host of 
alarmed servants rushed up from every floor. 

By means of this happy discovery I obtained 
an interview with Giuseppe, to whom I told my 
determination not to remain another day in 
Genoa, and that he might release my effects 
from the Dogana, and send them forward by 
diligence to Aiz. The reader must not, there- 
fore, look to me for any description of Genoa la 
Superba, whose beauty, as seen from the sea, 
isnks only after Constantinople and Naples. 

The post-road between Genoa and Turin 
once insured the traveller an enjoyable drive. 
I recollect it as I have travelled over it 



126 JDaya cn HmAadsi. 



in the paternal carriage with four horses ; bat, 
since 1854» when the railway was opened* this 
road, like those I have before alluded to, is blotted 
out of the tiaveller's note book. Here again 
what beauties does he not miss, and what 
interest does he not lose^ in his flight through 
tunnels and enttings ! 

But though I was seated on my Ballerino, 
in glorious freedom* and in the enjoyment of 
all that nature could afford me, it took three 
days to aeeomplish a distance which the loco- 
motive dashes over in six hours ; and although 
I thought of the interest comprised in those 
three days, and that I had Tisited Alessandria's 
citadel, and Alfieri's birthplace, I felt the dif- 
ference between riding 120 Italian' miles on 
the back of a spirited horse, and lounging over 
them on the soft cushions of a railroad carriage, 
and I will not deny that I welcomed the ap- 
proach to Turin with much satisfaction, and, 
with still more the hospitalities of the Hotel de 
la Grande Bretagne ! 

As I entered the hotel, an ^ affiche monstre " 
caught my attention, aunouncing the last per- 
formance of Ciniselli for that evening, and I 
had heard so much of this famous rider, that I 
could not resist the temptation of seeing him. 
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Ciniselli ms for a long time one of Franconi's 

troop, but he can now boast of a company of 
his own, fiillj equal to that of his master. The 
perfection to which he has brought the art, 
as shewn in the management and instruction 
of his horse Monte Cristo," has lately added 
to Lis renown. This " INIonte Cristo " is a fine 
English horsey which the King of Sardinia had 
purchased for £400, for his own use ; but, as 
the skiU of all his roughnders had failed in 
overcoming the yice and nntameable wildness of 
the animal (I am of course speaking of ante- 
Rarey times), he was sold for a very insignifi- 
cant sum to Ciniselli, who lias succeeded in 
obtaining the mastery over him to such a 
degree as to render him perfectly docile and 
intelligent. On the present occasion Monte 
Cristo was not to perform, but I paid him a 
visit in his stable, where be stood so quietly 
that it seemed scarcely credible that four men 
were at one time required to perform his daily 
toilette. 

Besides Signora Ciniselli, there was a little 
girl from Hungary, who was called Bertha," 
and who had T>een sold by her parents to 
Ciniselli, and seemed likely to do the greatest 
credit to bis instructions. With a graces skill, 
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and precitdon which the goddesses of the circus 

do not always possess, she performed that even- 
ing greater ''Hautfaits" than I ever saw at 
Fiancom^s ! Bat what most interested me was 
Ciniselli himself, in piain clothes, on a proud 
mare^ exhibiting the art of eqnitation ; and it 
was wonderful to see how, without spur, or 
even a switch, but only with a slight pressure 
of his le^, he put the elegant " Vittoria '* 

through all her. paces ! 

♦ « * * 

Two days later, and I was mounting Baile- 
rino^ at Susa, on a fine morning, just as the sun 
was overcoming the cool freshness of the night 
air, and commencing mj ascent of Mount 
Cenis. This pass of the Alps, though most in 
use, is certainly the longest and the least in- 
teresting of any. But if it oflfer to the epi- 
curean tourist no " Via Mala,* no " Deyil*s 
Bridge,** no '^Priest's Leap^* and such like 
fantastic scenes, the true lover of true nature 
will still find in it a rich repast^ as^ step by 
step, he follows a road abounding in curves 
and windings, and defiles of every kind, until, 
from a height of 7000 feet, his astounded gaze 
seems to light upon a new zone. 

And is not the road itself an object of admi« 
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ration and wondeiment^ as a monument of the 

imperial engineer. Napoleon? At his com- 
mand it was begun in 1803, and finished in 
1810, at an expenditure of seyen millions and 
half of fimics* 

An inn, called the "Grande Croix,** and a 
group of buildings for the use of guides and 
muleteers, showed me that I was at the highest 
point of the pass. The perpetual wind that 
blows on every mountain top greeted us with 
true alpine severity as we rode along the little 
plain at the extremity of which stands the 
Hospice, founded in the ninth century by 
Charles the Great, who crossed the mountain 
with his whole army. The present building is 
the work of Napoleon. One-half of it is in- 
habited by a corps of carabineers, whose duty 
is to examine passports ; and the other half by 
a few Benedictine monks, who dispense their 
gratuitous hospitality to the poorer ^ class of 
travellers. 

I proceeded onwards to the more distant 

posthouse, close to a little lake, which is com- 
pletely frozen for six months in the year, and 
where most delicious trout are caught. A 
sundial with the Latin inscription ^'Tempus 
irreparabile fugit" surprised me not a little^ 

G 3 



bigiiized by Google 



Days on Horseback 



4 



and I was entering the house to inquire who 
was the originator of it, when such an icj-coid 
blast came from the room, that I rushed back 
into the open air to have the benefit of the 
sunshine. Walking along the margin of the 
lake, I saw crocuses, forget-me-nots, and gentia- 
nella in fuU bloom ! But» alas, it was no longer 
under an Italian sky that I ^yas walking! The 
sun sank down, and the grey clouds gathered 
over head, and a freeasing wind rippled the lead- 
coloured surface of the water, and I felt such a 
feverish sickness at the sudden change, that I 
was obliged to seek refuge in a room of the inn, 
where before a bright fire, and wrapped up with 
every thing I had with me, I sought to recover 
myself with warm wine and water, suihciently 
to be able to abandon this unfriendly region as 
soon 1^ the horses were ready to proceed. 

J hoped we might soon reach a more genial 
clime, and little thought what an exhausting 
journey was before me ! We had not long left 
the inn when the heavy clouds began to unload 
themselves of a mixture of snow, hail» and rain. 
At the same time an icy wind blew so strongly, 
that it was next to impossible to sit my horse. 
I therefore dismounted, took the little puppy 
under my shawl, gave my horse to Giuseppe, 
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and looping up the Bkirt of my habit, I prepared 

to walk the eight miles to Lanslebourg. I 
could not have supposed that» at the end of 
June, so stormy a walk could be possible. To 
shorten the way, I took a side path, and now I 
found myself in a thicket of thorn bushes, out 
of which I could hardly make my escape ; and 
then among the long meadow-grass, which 
wetted me nearly to the waist \ now over a 
ix)ugh, rocky path, where a false step might 
have precipitated me into a chasm ; and then 
wading through a mountain brook, all the while 
beaten by rain and hail so unmercifully that 
I could scarcely keep my eyes open. My little 
dog, howoTer, warm and untroubled by what 
was going on around liim, slept at his ease, not 
dreaming that he was passing over a road 
where, years ago, one of his kind was snapped 
up and devoured by a wol^ before the very eyes 
of bis master — ^Horace Walpole. 

I was in a terrible condition when I arrived 
at Lanslebourg, and I felt the more painfully 
the deiicieucies of the hotel there — added to 
which the house was under repaur, and the 
landlady a sour, unobliging person. The only 
habitable room could not be entered without 
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danger to life and limb in the transit, owing to 

the nuuiber of things I had to stride over! 
My clothes were so wet that the night was not 
long enough to dry them ; and as we had now 
nothing to fear from heat» I did not start so 
early in the morning as usual. 

I found nothing particular to remark till I 
arrived at the Castle of Lesseillon, which, with 
its ranges of batteries one above another, com- 
mands this pass into Italy, and takes the part 
which the fortress of La Brunetta at Susa for- 
merly played. A light bridge stretched across 
the^ raTine cannot fail of attracting attention 
here, being one which might very appropriately 
be called The Devil V 

At Modane, the last scene in Sterne's " Sen- 
timental Journey," we took our midday rest» 
and afterwards crossed the valley of Maurienne. 
The near and distant, small and large, bald and 
wooded hills which surround it, present much 
variety to the traveller, but to its poor inhabi- 
tants they offer no reward for thehr industry, 
but a scanty vintage, which is obtained only by 
great care and much toil. 

We had to ride a long distance to-day, and it 
was late at night when we arrived at St. Jean, 
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where, however, the Mendly reception we met 

with, and the cleanliness and order of every- 
thing in the ''Hotel de TEurope," quickly 
banished all idea of fatigue from my mind. 

We were now but fifty miles fxom Aix 
les Bains^ and two days^ ride would enable us 
to accomplish this distance with ease. My first 
night quarters were at Montmeiilan, in the 
neighbourhood of which town a delicious white 
wine is made. Montmeillan stands at the 
junction of four roads : one from Mount Cenis 
over the vale of Maurienne — one from the 
Little St. Bernard— one from Grenoble— and 
one from Chambery. Its castle long served 
Savoy as a bulwark against France, but a few' 
rugged stones, overgrown with nettles and 
thorns^ are all that now remains of the 
fortress. 

Chambery was my next point, and willingly 
did I rest my eye on the beautiful prospect from 
the terraces of the Castle of Berneez, and on 
the Elepliant Fountain, a memorial which the 
townspeople have raised to their philanthropic 
fellow citizen. General de Boigne. St. Beal, 
and the novelist Favier de Maistre, were also 
born here, and a part of my stay was devoted to 
^ Les Charmettes,'* the dwelling of Jean Jacques 
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Rousseau, and his friend Madame A\ areiis. 
Fancy, howeyer, must have created much of 
my pleasure, for the cottage and its miserable 
rooms were little worthy of such au owner. 

My evening ride to Aix was extremely plea- 
sant, looking over the Lake of Boiirget, and the 
mountain chain of the ^ Mont du Chat/' 

All that the height of the season could give 
to Aix les Bain8» aristocratic ^ elegants " and 
*• elegantes," pleasure - seeking cits, and the 
ordinary class of bathing-place frequenters, en- 
Gyened the scene, on the fine summer evening 
when I rode up the principal street to the 
place centrale." Here everybody seemed 
jumbled together, some in carriages, some on 
foot, some on asses, and some sitting in chairs, 
but none on horseback; while troops of smoking, 
drinking, gambling, and staring « Uons " sur- 
rounded the cafes, all gazing with curious 
eyes upon the dusty equestrian arrival* 

Having the address of several pensions,'' 
I determined to try them first; but our appearance 
not being at all enticing, the house is quite 
full " was the only reply I received, so that I 
gave up the attempt and rode off to the Casino 
Street, and the Hotel Guinand." 

The sight of my trunks^ which now arrived 
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from the Diligence Bureau, acted like magic, 
snd the atfirst mistrustfiil looks of the landlady • 
were changed to smiles atid welcomes. The 
folding doors of two pretty rooms 'flew open, 

and tea was served with Parisian elegance and 
celerity; bat» I had to pay well for it ! 
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"Qnand voiis arrivorez aux Eaux min^rales, fiutefl 

comme si vouk cutritjz cLms le Ttrai>lc; (rEsciilape ; laissez 
^la porte toatee les pas&ioiiB qui occupeut vutre esprit." — 

Dr, Alfbert. 



Should ever design or chance lead 700 to Aix, 
aud should jou walk on the Chamberj road» 
please to notice a gronp of poor -looking hoases 
over against the elegant Hotel du Prince," 
and you will see on one of them the following 
inscription— 

having the representation of two billiard 
queues underneath it; and on the next house — 

'^Fenaon Yeuve PeRonz." 

In this ^ bicoque," the reader, if it concern him 
to know more of my fate, may now seek me* Let 
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him not hesitate to mount the steep ladder-like 

* steps which lead from the street into this one-sto- 
ried dwelling, and a yerj feW more will bring him 
into ail airy gallery, whence Le will overlook the 
very room in which I am now sitting. I would 
also ask him to give a glance oyer the neigh-* 
bouring porte coch^re of the house of Madame 
Perroux. In a cool, lofty, and freshstrewn 
stable, he will observe my faithful servants 
Ballerino and Baffoni, enjoying their rest and 
their oats at the same time. There also 
may be observed my little greyhound puppy, 
running about from one comer to another, till 
the deep voice of the Corese, and bis ^Allo 
cnccio, al posto tuo,** sends him at once to his 
post between the two horses, where he amuses 
himself by- snapping at their noses. The proud 

satisfaction with which the Corese overlooks his 
little kingdom, where he keeps so much order 
and propriety, is also worth looking at ; and, if 
he had not made friends with some Piedmontese 
soldiers whom he has invited to cards this 
evening, he w ould perhaps initiate you into the 
mysteries of his stable economy. 

But these happy results were not attained 
without trouble and pains. The difficulties in 
the way of obtaining a good stable, and the 
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shameless demands of the hotel and pension 
keepers, would have aoon sent me away from 
Aix. After two days' troublesome and fruitless 
search, I was walking in the cool of the even- 
ing on the road to Chambery, turning over in 
my mind what other baths there were in Savoy 
or Switzerland assimilating to those of Aix, 
when one of those sharp-eyed personages who 
are always prowling about in search of new 
arrivals proposed to me the '* Widow Perronx**. 
and her pension." The man's respectable 
appearance induced me to try his recommenda- 
tion. On our arrival at the houses he first 
conducted me into a kitchen, where everything 
looked clean, and was in its proper place. The 
worthy widow herself superintended all the 
stewing, the boiling, the baking, and tlie roasting, 
with every appearance of knowing what she was 
about. There was an aroma in the room which 
seemed to show an artist's hand in what she was 
then mixing, that would probably have satisfied 
a Liebig. 

As I entered, the widow Perroux was in- 
specting the doings of her adjutante, (w lio, being 
an undoubted Savoyarde,must of course be named 

Jeanette,) and she conducted me into another 
chamber which was devoted to the preparation 
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ot her master-pieces. She then took me up the 
ladder-like stairs to the storey above, and opened 
before me a large book, in which a host of 
French nobility had certified to her culinary 
skill and lier attention to her guests, and then 
she began to bring her persuasiTe powers to bear 
upon me, to induce me to take up my abode 
in her house. She did not find it a difficult 
task, for everything was exceedingly tempting, 
and the little room which opened out of the 
gallery»the neighbourhood of the Casino gar- 
dens, and the capital stable already described, 
' all seemed so alluring, that the following morn- 
ing I removed myself and all my possessions to 
the modest locality where the reader has already 
discovered me. 

My next care was to seek out Dr. Despine» 
in order to have his directions about the course 
of bathing which I was to undertake. His 
family name has been well known for three 
generations to all the faculty in France and 
Piedmont, but especially at Aix. The present 
possessor of the name and reputation,.Dr. Baron 
Despine, I found to be a most interesting 
person, well acquainted with art, literature, and 
archseology ; and his enthusiasm for Italy soon 
placed us on a friendly footing together. Having 
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given me bis professional advice^ he ofiered, in 
the most cordial manner, his services as 
cicerone^ whenever I shall feel inclined to visit 
the Roman remains; and the excursion which a 
few days later I made in liis company is 
among' my most pleasant recollections of Aix 
les Bains. 

Germany is so rich in the possession of baths 
and healing springs, and eminent phydeians 
also, that the mineral waters of other lands are 
thrown somewhat in the shade by them. But 
Aix will ever be of impoi tauce, even to German 
invalids, from the superiority of its climate over 
that of any of the northern bathing-|)lace8. The 
pass of Mont Cenis, already begun, and the 
proposed junction of the French, Italian,' and 
Helvetic railways, promise these springs a 
brilliant future ; and for this reason what I shall 
have to say about Aix will be much to the 
purpose. 

Aix — ^Aquffi Allobrogum, Gratianse^ or Domi- 
tianae of the ancients — lies in one of the fairest 
valleys of Savoy, and is enclosed by two 
mountain chains on the north and on the 
southern side. Their rugged peaks, some of 
which are 5000 feet high, contrast most favour- 
ably with the gracefully rounded hill under 
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whose shelter the town is built. The number 
of its inhabitants is something above 4000, but 
during the season it is more than doubled. 

In the time of the Romans, Aix was incor- 
porated with Allobrogum. After it came into the 
possession of Rudolf III., King of Burgundy, it 
was an object of contest between the Duchess 
of Savoy and the Count of Genf, but a treaty 
concluded in 1295 left it the property of the 
former, who raised it to a barony, and after- 
wards to a marquisate. 

In its castle, which was founded in the six- 
teenth century, there are three epochs, or 
changes of destiny, distinctly traceable. A 
temple of Diana formed the foundation of its 
great tower, and thus far it is ancient. Its 
remarkable and well preserved staircase is of 
the Gothic-Arabic period, and it is modem as 
regards its Italian ball-room. The tower contains 
a theatre. The building is now the property of 
the Marquis d*Aix Comiiiariva, and it served 
as a casino from 18^24 to 1849. The bath 
buildings which Victor Amadee HI. erected in 
1773, and the new casino, with its beautii'ul 
gardens, erected by a joint<stock company, are 
next in magnitude to the castle. It is quite 
superfluous to say much of (;he mineral springs^ 
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as such descriptions are not very interesting to 
the general reader, and all medical men can 
obtain whatever information they require from 
Dr. Despine's *^ Indieateur Medieale et Topo- 
graphique." I shall, therefore, confine myself 
to the cursory statement that, besides the two 
sulphur and alum springs, Aix has several others 
in its neighbourhood. It is worthy of remark, that 
nature has given to these two chief springs a tem- 
perature exactly suited to the animal economy. 
At Leak, Carlsbad, Aqui, Lamothe^ and other 
places, the water wells out of the earth at so 
high a degree of heat that it cannot be used 
without cooling. At Harrogate, Schinznach, 
Uriage, and AUevard, on the other hand, the 
temperature is too low, and it must be arti- 
ficially raised. In both cases some of the gas 
escapes, and a part of the healing virtue is lost. 
Again, in many places the water has to be 
drawn by machinery^ and the least disorder in 
that machinery suddenly cuts olT the supply. 
The springs of Aix bubble out half way up the 
hill, and can be made to shoot up from 1 to 30 
feet. The mean temperature is Sd"" Beaumur, 
and the supply is very f^eat. 

The climate of Aix is mild and pure. The 
Flora of the neighbourhood is quite that of a 
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southerly clime ; and that the fig, the almond, 
the peachy the mulberrj, and the pomegranate 
grow so luxuriantly, may in some measure be 
attributed to the form of the hiU, and the warm 
springs hj which it is watered. 

Although Aix is resorted to by a Tast 
nnmher of pleasure seekers and invalids with 
much advantage, and the rich tourist may have 
every comfort and convenience there, I can 
never think of my stay in the place with any 
satisfaction. One can submit to the tyrannic 
demands of a conrse of bathing when one has 
the assurance of a happy result ; but this failed 
me entirely: and that worn out sophistical 
assertion, that in proportion to the discomfort 
you suffer from the process of the cure vrill be 
the benefit afterwards derived from it, was no 
consolation to me. I found myself so weakened 
from the effects of the bath, that the lightest 
employment was a task. The heat, which was 
very great that year, doubtless added to my 
debility. The thermometer, which hung on the 
shady gallery, was seldom under, and often 
above, 29** Reaumur, at midday ; and the wooden 
bicoque of the widow Perroux was so heated 
by the sun, that I ofken had recourse to the 
cool stable for a change. 
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Between Aix at six ia the morning, and Aix 
at six in the evenings there was as vast a 
differencse as between tbo morning negligee 
and the evening toilette of a " sur le retour " 
bordering beauty. In the evening you see the 
same fashionables in all the plenitude of modern 
dress, stiff silks^ transparent gauzes, and oo- 
quettisli hat^, thronging the gardens and the 
roads, on foot or in carriages^ whom, in the 
rosy morning, you had encountered with pale 
and sunken features, being drawn from their 
dwellings to the bath-house in ^chldses h, 
porteurs." 

To avoid sueh sights, I made my arrange- 
ments to take my baths at home, and, therefore, 
I will not trouble my readers with the relatioif 
of the curious processes that these poor people 
went through in the temple of Uygeia, but 
rather proceed to call his attention to the fine 
environs of Aix. 

Besides the shady gardens of the new and old 
casino, and several private grounds which visi- 
tors have leave to use, there are many other 
walks and drives, some near and others more 
distant. Among the former I must mention 
the Port An Puer, a small haven, approached 
by an avenue of Italian poplars, 1,500 metres 
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long, and whence the little steam boats 
start which navigate the lake of Bourget. 
Then, there is ''La Tour de M. Enstache," 
olose to the ferruginous well of St. Simon. 

La Maison du Diable," a lofty and soli* 
tary building, from which you obtain a splen- 
did view, the name being derived (says the 
legend) from a spiritual tenant, who enticed 
thither an innocent shepherdess, and kept her 
concealed there. '*La CoUine de Tresserve," 
with the fine property of the late Oberstein 
Biviand, which has a double prospect, over the 
▼alley of Aix on one side, and the lake of 
Bonrget on the other* The vine-covered Cote 
de St. Innocent," and the "Cascade de Gr^sy," 
at the conduence of the Sierroz and the Dissi, 
; vnth its dreadful tale of the early death of 
Baroness von Brock, in the sight of her friend 
Queen Hortense ! The visit to the " Mont du 
Chat" is rather a more distant, but one of the 
most interesting exeurrions of the place. Ac* 
cording to Polybius it was here that Hannibal, 
in the year 220 before Christ, crossed the moun- 
tains, when, on his march to Rome, he made his 
way through the country of the AUobroges. 
Many Roman coins have been picked up here^ 

H 
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and if I do not mistake, an inscription dedi- 
cated to Meronry. 

The ascent of the Dent da Chat amply 
repays the trouble. It is a rocky cone of 1600 
metres high, from the top of which one of the 
most distant, as well as beautiful, views is to be 
had. But unequal at this time to all these 
iiortigues, I was obliged to content myself with a 
gentle Toyage on the lake. Do not expect, 
however, that the little steamer which under- 
takes this trip will compare with the fine boats 
of the Rhine or the Swiss lakes. No deck 
awning protects yon from the sun, no fine band 
of music, no display of delicate refreshments 
enhances the pleasures of the day; and truly 
you will not run the risk of the eccentric 
Englishman of overlooking the scenery, owing to 
the charms of the ^ cdtelettes.** Here you may 
rejoice when there is no band, and if you are 
not obliged by absolute thirst to have recourse 
to bad beer ! 

In the beauty of the lak^ however, which 
may be taken in at one glance from end to end, 
of the wooded hills and the ancient castles that 
surround it, you may find much to admire, even 
if you have visited the Rhine and Switzerland. 
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Look, now, how the Castles of Bonport^ Bor- 
deaux and Cliatelle stand out! How» with 
eveij turn of the paddlewheel, the contour of 
the old abbey of Haute Combe varies ! This 
abbey has given three saints to the Calendar^ 
two popes to the Chair of St. Peter, and many 
a celebrated cardinal and prelate. Its archi- 
tecture presents no very marked feature of 
beauty ; but the octangular tower which rises at 
its side, its perfect solitude and contemplative 
stillness, combine to form an incomparable pic- 
ture. After a two houv^ voyage the steamboat 
runs into an inlet, and discharges its passengers 
into the shady walks and cool cloisters of the 
abbey. It was founded by Amad^e III., in 
1125, as a place of sepulture for the House of 
Savoy, and many high personages rest there. It 
was first inhabited by monks of the order of St. 
Basil, but its retired situation did not shield it 
from the consequences of the Revolution ; and 
in 1793 it was laid waste. Not till 1824 was 
it restored by the devout King Charles Felix, 
and in 1B43 it was given to the Cistercian 
friars. The church has been well restored by 
good artists ; among its monuments are the 
tombs of King Charles Felix and his queen 
Maria Christina. 

H 2 
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You must not leave Haute Combe without 
seeing the ^ Fontaine Intennittente.*' A path 
shaded by chestnuts and planes conducts one 
over a gentle rise to the spot ; and when you 
have paid homage to the nymph of the fonn- 
taiu, the turf of her domain forms a capital 
place for a picnic ! 

If the Flora of the valley of Aix delights 
the botanist, and the exploration of its hills and 
caves the geolo^^ist, no less do the ** twenty-three 
different sorts of fish" which abound in the 
lake charm the gastronomist. It is enongh 
to mention the "salmo umbra," the ^'salmo 
alpinus," the "gadus lota»** and the "perca 
fluviatilis." 

It was under peculiarly fitvonrable circum- 
stances that I now inspected these scenes, for I 
was accompanied by Dr. Desiriae. whose know- 
ledge of everything relating to them is very 
extensive. The Koman Baths, the Campanus 
Arch, and the Temple of Diana are the chief 
antiquities at Aix. Among the first, the most 
remarkable sight is the ''Vaporarium," disco- 
vered beneath the " Pension Chabert." It is 
octangular in form» and round its interior are 
white marble scallaria,'* or steps. One hun- 
dred pillars support a gallery, and in the ceiling 
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above are numerous small outlets, through 
which the Taponr ascended to an upper vapor- 
arium, or a bath. 

A large basin, in which Henry IV. and all 
his followers bathed in the year 1600, has re- 
tained the name of ^ Bain Boyal " to this day. 
In the centre there is a remnant of a pedestal, 
on which no doubt a statue formerly stood. 

On the way to this bath stands the Campanus 
Arch. It is in good preservation, and still 
forms an ornament to the city. Inscriptions on 
the architrave and plinth inform us that it was 
erected in honoor of the " Familia Pompeia.** 

At a short distance from the baths, according 
to the Roman custom, stands a temple, the so- 
called Temple of Diana.** It is much sunken 
in the ground, but is accessible on two sides. 

A tolerable collection of mosaics, amphorae, 
fragments of statues, bas-reliefs, and columns 
of porphyry and serpentine, may be seen at the 
house of M. Chabert. 

A sight of a different kind, and scarcely less 
worthy of inspection, is the Pathological Col- 
lection of Dr. Despine, consisting of wax 
modellings of parts of the human frame in h^lth 
and disease. 

Since I left Aix, I have heard with much 
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gratificatiou that the "Administration Superieure 
dee Bains" has, inconatderation of the services 
of the three generations of the Despine family 
to their native town, decided on giving their 
name to a part of the contemplated Institntimi 
for Bathing, This promising building was in- 
tended to be readj for the season of 1859. 



CHAPTER VII 



DEPABTUBB FROM AIX. — GROTTO BE BANOE.— 
ANNECH OK THE 9tH, AND LUCERNE ON THE 

29th august, 1857. 



Whateyeh advantages Aix maj offer as a 
bathiDg places or as a summer residence^ I caiii* 
not deny that I felt a pleasurable sensation 
vhen» after a six weeks' sojourn there* I greeted 
the day of my departure. 

The earliest of the early risers were yet 
asleep, and all was still and silent in the town, 
when, between four and fivo on a splendid 
August moniing, I rode out of the Place Cen^ 
trale. The green blinds of the neat houses were 
all dosed, and the twitter of an harmonious 
bird chorus, coming from the dark trees of the 
** Promenade des Maronniers," was the only 
sound that fell upon my ear. 

''A ne plus nous revoir," I was almost on the 
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point of exclaiming to the venerable chesnutB, in 

imitation of some French soldiers on leaving 
Rome^ who» with trae French light-heartedness, 
soaddressed the Roman women who were lament- 
ing their departure. 

But I must now beg my reader to accompany 
me in a little digression which I am about to 
make to a very remarkable, but scarcely known 
place. While I was in Aix, a Savoyard, from 
the vale of Cheran, gave me a somewhat fan- 
tastic description of the "Grotto de Bange," 
which determined me not to leaye unseen this 
little-visited natural curiosity, notwithstanding 
some sacrifice of time in going so much out of 

Simon we left the high road and struck into 

a shady path on the right hand of it. The 
valley through which it led us became narrow 
and more narrow, until we reached the village 
of Cusy. Here we turned into the valley of 
Cherao, where our prospect began to extend 
itself. The high hills of Cusy on the rigbt» 
and those of AU^ve on the left» suddenly seemed 
to recede, and allowed the eye to delight itself 
with their well-covered slopes. But we were 
now quite deprived of shade. The insects 
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made maitTis of our horses, and when abont 

an hour's ride from Cosy, we discovered, with 
dismay, that the path divided into two ! 

Without any map of the country, and with- 
out a hope of meeting a creature of whom to 
make an inquiry; suffering from the heat of 
the sun, and dispirited by the houseless valley, 
I began to reproach myself with imprudence 
iu having undertaken this trip without a guide. 
I selected, quite by chance, the left-hand 
branch, and it was fortunate I did so, for in 
about a quarter of an hour we met a man who 
was going to Cusy ! " Is this the way to the 
Grotto de Bange ? " shouted I, before we came 
up to him, **Why,'* said he, **are you going 

there ? " 

What should prevent me ? 

"Oh! nothing. But only it is lucky we 
met, since I alone have the keys to the grotto, 
and you could not have seen it in my absence ! 
On Sundays and holidays I always carry my 
fish to one of the neighbouring villages, and I 
was now on my way to Cusy ; but I will give 
up my intention, and conduct you to the 
grotto." 

This rencontre with the Savoyard, who de- 

H 3 
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scribed himself as a fisherman and custodier of 
the Grotto de Bange, had a double valae to 
me : first, in providiDg me with the means of 
reachiDg the spot without further mistakes; 
and secondly, in the prospect of some of his 
trout for my midday meal ! 

I endeavoured to bring down Ballerino's 
elastic step to the heavy tread of the fisher- 
man, and strado fiioendo^" I got him to tell 
me much about the <T:rotto and the subterranean 
waters. To my astonishment I learned that 
last season only two strangers, and this year 
not one, had visited it ! Neither had curiosity 
ever induced this plain peasant to visit Aix ; 
and it ^vas a matter of surprise to find such 
naivete, and, at the same time, so much know-* 
ledge of the world, as the fisherman Pierre 
possessed. 

But who lent you this fine horse ! " said 
he, after a pause. 

" It is my own," said 1. 

"Yours!" he replied. ** But who are you ? 
Your figure, your features, and your speech are 

those of a lady ; but a lady can hardly possess 
two such handsome animals as these ! And why 
do you sit as if you only had one leg ? Why 
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does ail this long cloth hang down on one side i 
and is that gentleman who follows you dumb, 

that he does not say a word ? " 
It would have been as vain to have tried to 

give this sou uf nature any idea of cultivated 
life, as it would be to afford my readero any 
notion of his unsophisticated conversation. He 
amused me greatly, .and I was almost sorry 
when we reached his dwelling, which he had 
built with his own hands, in a field between two 
hills, and which consisted of but two rooms — 
one for himself and bis family, and one for his cow. 

I had scarcely entered when the busy Pierre 
uttered a kind of "jodeln " cry, which he told 
me was a signal to his son, who was gone to 
the neighbouring village, that a stranger had 
arrived, and that he must bring two of his 
companions, it being forbidden that he should 
show the cave to any body unless three men 
were vrith them. 

After we had left the field, we entered a 
young wood, the moist atmosphere of which, and 
the fine carpet of turf covered with cyclamen, 
forget-me-nots, and strawberry blossoms, were so 
enjoyable^ that more than once I sat down on 
the root of a tree, and we were three-quaiters 
of an hour in reaching the grotto* 
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With an important air, Maitre Pierre opened 

tlie door of Lis subterranean kingdom, and the 
other men having lighted some torches, we all 
entered. The passage at first was so small that 
we could only walk in single hie ; and the slip- 
periness of the floor made walking rery difficult, 
particuiariy as it was impossible to keep one's 
eyes from the millions of sparkling objects above 
our heads. Pierre told me that the caverns and 
the wood belonged to a peasant named Moine, 
and that he had sold it to a speculator who 
thought to make his fortune by the sale of the 
gold which the sands contained ; but who bad 
been wofullj deceived, for that out of four 
kilos of sand, no more than twenty centimes 
worth of gold could be extracted ! 

After walking twelve or fifteen minutes the 
cave became larger, and we were now standing 
in a good-sized room. "Here," said Pierre, 
'Mn the time of religious persecutions, sixty 
years ago, mass was performed. But it was not 
always put to so good a use^ for about thirty 
years back a gang of coiners executed their 
unlawful work in it, until discovered and sent 
to the galleys." 

" I should think the life of the galleys prefer- 
able to that which they were leading here."* 
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"Ah, dear lady, the Grotto de Bange has 
seen worse scenes than that ! Only fourteen 
days ago, as, in the absence of other occupation, 
I was washing for gold on the sea>shore, the 
corpse of a young girl came out with the stream, 
and that is uot the only one I have seen ! 
Neither the place of the outflow nor the extent 
of the subterranean lake are known. Some 
think it goes as far as Annecb, and that it is 
t^onnected with that lake; but it is equally pos- 
sible that it may extend much farther. Just 
listen ! and you will bear what an unearthly 
noise the rush of the water, and tlie current of 
winds» make! Might we not suppose it the 
groans and cries of all who have found their 
death here?" 

••Truly,** 8»d I, "in the world below there 
can hardly be anything more fearful ; but 8ome« 
body told me there was a boat here !" 

•* A boat there is," said Pierre, " but 1 would 
not advise its use*" 

The shrieks of the spirits became louder as 
we proceeded, until at last our guide cried 
••Halt!** and peremptorily forbade our going 
farther. **The water,'* said he, "is higher than 
usual, and is already up to my feet, and the boat 
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has broken adrift, and been carried away with 

the stream,** 

We lowered our torches and saw that it was 

as he said, and then I told him that we had 
better make our way back; for I was fully 
satisfied with this Dante-like episode ! And oh ! 
how retreshing it was once more to see the 
light of day, and breathe the free air of heaven, 
and enjoy the warmth of the sun again ! 

We had only just entered the hut when 
Pierre began to put on his Sunday clothes, in 
order, as he told me, to go to the village and 
procure me some bread and wine. Meantime 
the son prepared the fish ; and I may say that 
seldom has a meal tasted So gratefully to my 
palate as did the fine trout and the brown 
bread under the humble roof of Maitre Piene, 
and it was not the least part of the pleasure to 
see him and his family enjoy so much better 
food than they were used to. The two bottles 
of wine so exhilarated the party, that they 
would hardly allow us to depart. At least,** 
said Pierre, "I must accompany you to A lie ve, 
for it is a way which may easily be mistaken." 

My conductor told nie that the river which 
waters this valley aud flows into the Rhone 
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carries 'with it a quantity of gold dust, which 

is carefully sought for by the people of several 
places through which it passes. 

We rode along by the side of the moQntaiii 
chain of Cu8f» and Alleve soon becaipe visible, 
with its picturesque church and fentastically 
formed " Tour de St. Jaques," which name is 
given to a curious mass of rock, rising sharply 
and boldly in the midst of the plain, reminding 
me vividly of the "Faraglioai" in Capri. 
Maitre Pierre sud that the ascent to its top 
was so difficult that it had not been undertaken 
for many years» except by the men who are 
periodically employed to cut the wood that 
grows upon it» and then it is done by the help 
of ladders. 

At Alleve I bade the worthy fisherman a hearty 
larewell, and gave him a liberal Dewavd-fbr all 
his trouble, as well as an assurance that I would 
recommend him and his cavern to all my 
acquaintance who might come this way. 

The views now extended themselves, and 
became more interesting every mile we rode 
over; and when we had mounted a certain 
height on the ** Omtfyf^ we came to a panorama 
which after-experience showed me was not 
surpassed in Savoy. 
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Passing through many wretched yillages, whose 

condition contrasted sadly with the richness of 
• the country in which they stand, we came at 
length to the high road from Chambery to 
Annech ; a name which awakens recollections of 
the great author of the ^ Confessions," and with 
animation and enthusiasm I greeted the point 
from which a iirst glimpse of his house can be 
obtained. 

The dark clouds of grief hung over the usually 

cheerful-looking town of Annech on that 9th of 
August. What common cause of trouble can 
it be that is so visible in the fiiees of all these 
thoughtful-looking people I Has Savoy lost 
One of her chief sons?* So thought I to myself 
as I rode through the streets to the Hotel de 
Geneve. 

** No," was the reply to my inquiry ; " the 
man we mourn was a foreigner, but a foreigner 
who possessed greatness of soul and nobleness 
of heart in the highest degree in which they 
ever distinguished manhood, or served the cause 
of freedom." 

It was Eugene Sue, the great French novelist* 
who had expired but a few hours before. 

There was his freshly-closed grave, covered 
witii flowers and garhmds, and there the people 
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around it still, uttering words of condolence 

with each other. Whether the feverish pro- 
ductions of his glowing fimcy have tended to 
the happiness and good of his fellow-men, who 
shall decide ? The depth and richness of that 
fancy are matter of uniTersal wonder and admi- 
ration. A mourning people are now around 
me. I hear the sighs and I see the tears of 
Savoy, and such tears can only be shed for a 
noble and excellent man. Struck with the 
moving scene, I felt my own eyes dimmed with 
emotion. Best, then, in peace, with thy great 
heart and thy great spirit ! Best softly in that 
Savoy land which thou hast known and loved, 
and which has known and loved thee, and which 
will guard thy remains with pride until the day, 
perchance, arrive when thy ovm fatherland shall 
claim them ! Those bright hopes in which thou 

didst place thy strong faith will then be fulfilled. 
♦ « ♦ ♦ 

Eugene Sue canie to Savoy in order that, in 
the solitude of its beautiful mountains, he might 
find that rest which his native land denied him. 
He resided near to Annech, in a country-house, 
his own property, called ^ Les Barattes."* Re- 
signed to his fate, he lived the last six years of 
his existence secluded from the world* and. 
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devotiDg daily nine honn to his labours^ he spent 

the remainder of the day in doing good. The 
world still received his literary productions with 
eager delight; but those who approached him 
in his adopted country loved him cbieiiy for his 
good heart and patient resignation, and he had 
a kind and a helping hand for misfortune of 
every sort The decree for his banishment was 
his death J>low. It is difficult to pluck out the 
love of country from a manly breast It sur- 
passes, in some at least, all other love. It 
raises the man into the great and virtuous 
patriot, and is far from growing cold in exile. 
Eugene Sue had a morbid disposition and a too 
sensitive souL He could not bear up against a 
sorrow so bitter ; and the m&se thought of his 
country plunged liim into the deepest melan- 
choly* He lived in a foreign land, free, beloved, 
and protected, but it was not his native land. 
Aflter an illness of three days, he expured in 

his fifty-third year. He died, as he had lived, 
a freethinker, and was buried in tliat portion of 
the cemetery appropriated to the heterodox. 
Such a funeral train as followed his body Savoy 
had never seen. It was like an apotheosis. 
From the rising ground where his dwelling 
stood, to the very gate of the churchyard, there 
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was an uninterrupted crowd of weeping people, 
Mon8.GaiUard, his biotheMii-]aw» and the Obeist 

Charras, one of the worthiest heads of the 

Democratic party, on whose breast Eugene Sue 

had breathed his last sigh, headed tiie prooesrion 

which conducted the great writer, the honour* 

able man, and the enlightened patriot, to his 

last home. 

>^ « ♦ ♦ 

The following day I arrived at Geneva. First 
the '^Pont de Caiile,'' a fine hanging bridge of 
iron over the Ussns; then the interesting envi- 
rons of Mont Sal^ve ; then the prospect over 
the rich and well-enltivated Airethid ; and at 
last the distant view of the classic Leman. 
These were ..the several gradations of this 

charming ride. Everything breathes jn-osperity, 
industiy, and cultivation, as soon as we have 
stepped ov^ the boundary of Savoy. 

Of course it is not my purpose to say much 
of the well-known and beantifnl Helvetia. In 
this Garden of Europe one can meet with no 
adventure. Here there is nothing but security 
and comfort, excellent roads, and a superfluity 
of incomparable hotels. 

The sublime book of Alpine nature has 
inspired too many to need being quoted again 
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bj me. I must therefore fling my pen into the 

Lethe waters of the fair Leman, and, armed 
only with m j riding wand» prosecute my jonrnej 

in speculative contemplation through the smiling 
land. 

When I reached Langnau I thought I would 
give the horses a good rest ; and therefore I told 
Giuseppe that I should remain there till the day 
after the morrow ; but he assured me we could 
easily go on the next day, aa Baffoni was so 
well, he could hardly hold him in as he took 
him to the farrier's. The greater, therefore, was 
my surprise when I was told, the yery same 
evening, that the poor thing would not eat, and 
that symptoms of serious illness had appeared. 

The next morning Giuseppe tapped at my 
door, with the doubly disagreeable intelligence 
that the horse was no better, and that a heavy 
rain was failing. 

What, then, are we to do? 

** My advice, Signora, is that we should 
clothe Baffoni well, and start as soon as the 
rain diminishes. In six hours we shall be at 
Lucemei where a good stable and proper advice 
will soon recover him.*' 

There was literally nothing else to be done ; 
and as no other horse could be hired, Giuseppe 
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must walk. We acoordiugiy put this plan into 
execution, and two hours later we all stood 

before the Golden Lamb,'* an isolated wayside 
inn. 

*• How far is it to Lucerne?" asked I of the 
landlord. 

*• To Lucerne ! " replied he, " why you have 
come ail the way from Wohlhusen out of your 
way ! It is but two hours' journey from that 
place to Lucerne, but it is four from this ! This 
is Menznau ! " 

I cannot say how this news disturbed me. I, 
who would haye given any money to have 
shortened the poor animal's walk, by this un- 
lucky mistake had thus so greatly lengthened it ! 

^'Alas! for the poor horse," said the host» 
^ he is indeed very ill» and you should get him 
to Lucerne as soon as you can.'' 

Again we set forward on our sad march. 
We wrapped him in everything we had to lay 
over him ; and mounted on my own Lorse, I 
led Bafibni by the bridle^ while Giuseppe fol* 
lowed in a ^ char de cdt^" lent me by the 
landlord : and thus, after a weary and anxious 
time» we reached our goal, and little did I care 
for the comments of the Lucemers as we passed 
through the town ! 
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For three days after my arrival at Bellerive 

the poor horse occupied our hopes and fears. 
Those only who share mj love of animals, and 
who know the gratitude we owe to such 
faithful servants, will participate in my anxiety. 
* ♦ * * 

In the elegant rooms of the Villa Bellerive 
all was silent ; the lamps, all but one, had been 
extinguished, and in the gloomy light that one 
afforded, the figures in the pietnres on the walls 
seemed to come out of their frames. The last 
stroke of joaidnight had sounded from the bean* 
tifnl rococo timepiece, and all was still again. 
But hark! a distant bay of dogs; a well- 
known neigh ! Oh, BaUerino, why that anxious 
cry? 

I hurried to the window; a majestic peace- 
fulness was spread over the sleeping face of 
nature. The moonbeams played upon the 
smooth waters of the lake ; and Mount Piiatus, 
in dark sublimity, seemed to be dreaming of 
the ancient greatness of the Helvetic race. 

A light appeared through the young chesnut 
alley. What means that group of men, that 
midnight train ? 

It was Baffoni's fiineral ! A grave, granted 
by an aiiectionate brother to a sister's favourite, 
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in a retired corner of his fair domain, received 
the remains of her Mthfal servant ! 

Reader, what more is left for me to tell? 
That 29th of Angust was the last of the 101 
days " I had proposed to describe to you ; and in 
the same grave where rest Ba&ni's bones, lies 
buried many a bright hope whose blossoms 
were destined for your amusement. All idea 
of mj Spanish tour is at an end ! 

I must therefore console myself with **A 
Visit to the Island of La Maddalena." 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Among the artists who graced Borne with 
their presence during the winter of 1849— 
that "winter so prolific of political hopes and 
Yicissitades— there came one, whose, extraordi- 
nary performance on the mandolin excited the 
greatest astonishment and delight. His name 
was Vimercati, an a&ble old man» whose 
courteous manners drew forth as much friendly 
sympathy as his beautiful music inspired admi- 
ration. 

Myself initiated in the difficulties of the 
mandolin^ I was, perhaps more than others of 
his audiences, enraptured with the marvellous 

tones which he brought out of his instrument. 

I 2 
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1 sought his acquaintance, and he soon became 
oue of my most assiduous visitors. 

One evening, as I was surrounded by a littie 
circle of friends, my yirtuoso so completely 
surpassed himself, that I could not help asking 
him what could possibly have induced him to 
devote his incomparable talent to so ungrateful 
an instrument ? 

His reply was charmingly naive. ** Madam," 
said he, **it was precisely because all other 
artists seemed to despise the poor mandolin 
that I declared myself its champion, and deter- 
mined to rescue it from what has so long been 
its fate^ the accompaniment of the vulgar songs 
of the common people.'' 

^ly dear reader, I hope, will not think that I 
have the presumption to compare the feeble 
powers of my pen with the musical genius of 
the master of whom I have spoken; but, in 
calling public attention to the insignificant 
island of Maddalena, a rock that has been 
almost forgotten since the time ot the Bomaus, 
I fancy I hear a murmur of surprise, to which, 
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^adopting the idea of my friend Vimercati, I 
would answer It» Ib precisely because it is so 
neglected and forgotten, and that it is the only 
one of the Mediterranean Isles that has not 
found an explorer and describer, that I have 
determined to make its beauties and attractions 
my theme."* 

Corsica^ enveloped in the magic Teil of its 
historical past, has become well known to us 
by the recent work of Gregorovius. Sardinia 
can boast the classic pages of La Marmora. 
Elba has been described by M. Valery. Sicily 
by Partheiy Mrs. Power, and others. Capraja, 
Ischia, Ptocida, Capri, Stromboli, and Pal- 
maria, have all had their painters and their 
poets too — but who has ever dreamed of writ- 
ing upon Maddalena, though she may also 
vaunt herself of her historical recollections? 
Was she not the Phintonis of the Greeks and 
Latins? The ruined forts which crown her 
heights, and whose crambling walls mingle 
their grey tints with the masses of granite from 
which they spring, are still existing witnesses 
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of their importance as a place of refuge, wiiere 
the population ensconced themselves against 
the invasion of Turks and pirates; and is not 
the name of Nelson " an household word in 
the mouths of the islanders, who all know that 
their peacefiil Archipelago was once the rendez- 
vous of the ieet of the British hero^ and that 
(here floated the flag which was so gloriouslj 
honoured at Tra&lgar hj bis triumph and his 
death ! 

Even at this present moment she is the 
chosen retirement of an aged man of noble 
heart and mind» who was the friend of Byroii 
and Shelley, and who has gone thither to seek 
for health, in an air so pure and an atmosphere 
so revivifying. 

And is it not to the shores of her sister 
island " Caprera," that the Cincinnatus of our 
times has withdrawn himself from the world 
and its delusive hopes, until the day shall dawn 
on his distracted country, when her people may 
be fuund worthy of freedom and capable of 
attaining it, and he shall be recalled from 
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his plough by the messenger of such glad 
tidings ?♦ 

Why is it that Maddalena, whose climate 

,and position offer so many advantagesy has 
never attracted the attention of those wealthy 
English gentiemen whose beautiful yachts 
glide o'er the glad waters of the dark blue 
sea ? " Why is it that the languishing invalid, 
the misanthrope who has been sated with 
eyerything, and the philosopher who is every- 
thing to himselty does not come here for health, 
or for that isolation so congenial both to the 
strong mind and to the wounded heart? Where 
can the pallid victim of disease find more 
examples of health and longevity? Where 
will the sportsman meet such abundance of 
game^ or the angler hope for better exercise of 
his art, than in this secluded spot» where the 
mountains are so picturesque and the blue 
waters so transparent ? 

May my present description of this islet 

prove an attraction to some few travellers^ or 
* This mitteii in 1868. 
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some few invalids, whose presence there may 
help to decreese the poverty of its inhabitants^ 
extend their little commerce» and make their 
intercourse with the Continent more frequent ! 
If I should be the means of obtaining for her 
snch advantages as these, my end will be at- 
tained and my labour rewarded* 
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"LA MADDALEN A." 



" Akd this terrible weather, Madame^ does it 

uot frighten jou from your projected journey ?** 

was the friendly greeting of Captain D , 

as, dripping wet from a heavy thunder shower 
he entered my 8itting*room, at no time very 
light, but now, on a stormy October morning, 
when. the lightning was playing about, and the 
sluices of heaven seemed to have been opened 
on the city of Genoa, was so dark that I could 
scarcely recognize my visitor. I was sitting 
ready for my departure, and at once replied, 
If the sea be not too rough for yoti^ Captain, I 
shall not release you from your engagement." 

''Madame," he answered, with a sarcastic 
smile, would you compare your courage with 
that of an old sailor, who has braved danger all 

z 3 
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his life, and grown grey in the midst of 

tempests?' 

*^ Certainly not. I never dreamed of such a 

couiparisoD ; but it occurred to me that the 

iather of a fa,inilj.,would have a fair excuse for 

avoiding needless risk." 

It must be allowed, Madame, that we could 

hardly have been more unfortunate in our 

weather. Th^ barometer has been faiiiug since 

yesterday, and, moreover, instead of a passage 

in the fast-sailing 'St. George,' we shall be 

tossed about, I know not how long, in the old 

* Virgiiio,' which backs against the waves. But 

they say, * what woman wills, God wills;' andsince 

jou are Uetermiued to go, let us not delay," 

I took the arm of my companion, and we left 

the « Hotel della Vittoria " together. 

* « « « 

The aspect of that noisy, bustling part of the 
city, which extends from the Piazza delP An- 
nunciata to the bridge, was so changed during 

this heavy storm, that it was scarcely to be 
recognized. The eye met neither the young 
Geuoises, gracefully fluttering their fans, nor 
the matrons enveloped in their variously 
coloured " mezzara.** The ear was not pierced 
by the shrill cries of the. vendors of the Movi- 
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mento/'* and the multitude of other brochures 
in public demand. The tbunderstonn bad 
sent every one to shelter but that row of 
women so perseveringly offering their smoking* 
chesnuls for sale. Along the streaming pave- 
menty far or near, nothing was to be seen but 
one of those files of mules so often traYersing 
the streets of Genoa» heavily laden, but holding 
their beads higb» and shaking their tinkling 
bells. The Portico Kuovo gave us but a mo- 
mentary cover from the wind and the torrents 
of rain, but we soon reached the quay, where 
we were glad to avail ourselves of one of the 
common boats. The " Virgillo" was already 
getting up steam* Although she lay but a 
short way ofi^ it was not vrithout difficulty that 
we threaded our way through the multitude of 
boats which surrounded her. Scarcely bad I 
placed my foot on board, and cast one hurried 
glance around me» when I could have fancied 
myself no longer in Europe, but transported to 
the northern coast of Africa, or to some gulf 
in the Gredan Archipelago. Never had I 
witnessed a parallel confusion, never heard 
sounds inore deafening. 

1 soon discovered that my companion and I 

* A newspaj^ur so called^ 
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were the sole occupants of the chief cabins. In 
those of the second class there were no pas- 
sengers at all. In the third, but few. The 
fourth, howeTer, swarmed with people. This 
throng was chiefij composed of poor women in 
tiattered clothes, suckling their infiints, and 
closely followed by children of every age, some 
of them crying, and some consoling themselves 
with grceii fruit. Quantities of boxes and 
cases^ sacks of chesnuts, and baskets full .of 
p&tes de g^ne, were heaped pell-mell upon the 
deck, while a mass of spades and pickaxes, and 
carpenter^s tools, completed its multi&rious 
eucuiiibrances; 

Already overcome by the weather, I feit quite 
discouraged in the iiiidi^t of such a chaos of 
miserable objects^ whose appearance showed 
plainly how wild and uncultivated must be the 
people of the island I was about to visit. I 
do not know if my impressions are like those of 
others, but upon rm the aspect of the sky has so 
much influence, that a project conceived in a 
bright sunshine becomes an absolute folly when 
realized in the midst of cold and rain. I could 
not help thinking of the " Semillante," the 
Castor," and other vessels, much superior to 
ours, which had nevertheless been lost in liie 
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waters we were now to navigate. My dispo- 
sition to hypochondria went so far as to entail 
on me a species of remorse at the tiiougkt that 
I was dragging the iather of a iamily into an 
enterprise which was beginning under such 
sinister auspices. 

However, " Alea jacta erat.'* The side ladder 
of the vessel was hauled upi tlie hatches were 
closed, the [)ad(l]e-wheels began to revolve, and 
in a few minutes the heavily laden V irgilio " 
was in the open sea. 

I endeavoured to drive away all my sad 
thoughts, and, in response to a bell which then 
sounded, 1 allowed my companion to conduct 
me into the saloon where breakfast awaited us, 
and wliere we found the captain of the vessel, 
and a Sardinian naval officer charged with the 
military surveillance of the ship. The desti- 
nation of the packets on this line is " Porto 
Torres,** the port of Sassari ; and it is only once 
a month that they touch at La Maddalena, in 
order to land passengers there, some of whom 
are going to neighboiuring islands, and others to 
the coast of Sardinia. 

Our two fellow occupants of the saloon ex- 
pressed much surprise on hearing that, instead 
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of Porto Torres* I was going to the small island 
of La Maddalena. It ronsed their curiosity ; and 
tliougk Captain D-<— related several of his ad- 
ventures in the Crimea, he could not withdraw 
their attention irom the strangeness of mj plan. 
But I soon found it impossible to take further 
part either in the conversation or in the repast, 
for the terrible disorder which no remedy will 
cure, aud against which the efforts of scieiicu are 
powerless, began to seize me so violently, that 
there was nothing left for me but a sudden 
retreat from the table. Captain D 's strong 
arm was scarcely sufficient to support me across 
the deck, now rocked by the swell. Those who 
have never witnessed such scenes can form but 
little idea of them from description. The most 
exacting of readers would willingly excuse me 
from the details of all that now met my eye. 
Let me therefore drop a veil over the picture ! 
During sixteen long hours of unequal struggle, 
the " Virgilio " had to bear up against the 
heavy waves of a raging sea. During sixteen 
long hours was I plunged in that deplorabl;^ 
state, which makes us sensible of ail the misery 

of our nature. At last Captain D entered 

my cabin with the welcome iutelligence that 
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the worst part of the voyage was over, and that, 
having reached the Cape of Ck>rBiea, we fihould 
be sheltered by its mouutuiuous coaist. 

The protnise of so experienced a sailor was 
realized as quickly as if he had pronounced 
some magic charm. Everything became calm, 
as if by enchantment ; and after a very toler- 
able nU I was agreeably surprised in the 
morning by a bright ray of sun, which pre- 
saged a fine day. I dressed, myself hastily and 
went on deck. All my fears vanished, now 
that ray sufferings were over, and that I 
inhaled the cool air of this radiant morning, 
and saw the azure-tint of a cloudless heaven 
reflected in the transparent water below. 

All the passengers appeared to enjoy, as I 
did, this niagniticent spectacle, and every face 
expanded with pleasure at the prospect of a 
happy and early debarii.atiori. To the east the 
sea extended without any visible limit, effacing 
the last faint lines of the Italian coast. To the 
west we discerned the steep mountains of 
Corsica, rising in sublime majesty. The de- 
clivities which descended towards the shore 
were covered with a rich and verdant growth, 
contrasting wonderfully with the masses of 
granite which formed the foundation of the 
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picture — ^masses whose jagged tops were par- 
tially concealed by fantastically bliaped clouds. 

It was thus that Corsica first rose to my 
sight in all its grandeur, displaying its beauties 
to my eye, and bringing aii its glorious recol- 
lections to my mind. 

The sight was most imposing, and thr.nks to 
a good telescope, I was enabled to take in all 
the picturesque details of the coast, along 
which we passed at a distance of two or three 
miles. The ground ^vas covered with wood, 
and plantations of vines and olives succeeding 
each other without end, and forming on the 
whole an admirable panorama. At one point 
the attention was arrested by a chapel, dedi- 
cated, perhaps, to the Virgin ; at another by a 
castle of the middle ages. Here some pictu- 
resque ruin crowned an eminence, and every- 
where the. eye discovered some charming 
perspective, and the imagination carried one 
beyond the sight; for who can contemplate 
an unknown country without planting some 
romance in it, especially if that country be 
Corsica ? 

The isles, half lost among the waves, appeared 
to me like hermits of the sea. Every one of them 
had a different aspect, a distinctive character, 
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a sort of phjsiognomj which engraves itself 
strongly on the memory, and which is seldom 
seen on the mainland, where tlie plains are so 
similar in their unifbrmitj. The isles of the Medi* 
terranean, moreover, have a peculiar and alto- 
gether exceptional interest. From our infancy we 
have heen familiar with their names and their 
histories ; and what the books of the student 
have not taught us, we have afterwards earned 
from descriptive romances, and some of us by our 
ovni travels* The barque of commerce and the 
tourist-laden packet-boat are crossing incessantly 
between France and Ausonia's ever classic land, 
w here the inhabitants of the north, tired of tlieir 
fogs and mists, come to reanimate themselves, 
and get rid of their melancholy humours. 

Corsica enjoys all the advantages of a French 
Government, but the manners of its natives 
remind one of the ferocity of past ages, when 
every man took the law into his own hands. It 
is remarkable that the nature of the soil and 
vegetation much resembles the customs of the 
country. These are obstacles which will long 
interfere with the progress of civilization. I will 
not say that little is knovm about Corsica, but 
rather that she occupies but little attention. 
Much more must be done to lift the mystAjious 
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veil that covers this country, and which favours 
the aooomplishmeiit of acts quite at Yariauce 
with the times. The Italy we knew by the 
descriptions of Goethe appeared to us more 
poetic than that which we uow visit and observe 
for ourselveSy. as do our sleeping dreams and 
waking visions than the olgects actually pre- 
sented to our sight, 

F,or this reason, I suppose, it might be that, 
fatigued with the bright aspect of the shore, my 
mind wandered into the interior of the island, 
under the aged trees of the virgin forest^ yet 
untouched by the woodman's axe, the intricacies 
of which have served as the refuge of the bandit 
from the pursuits of justice, and the vendetta'' 
from their bitter foes. 

Venerable Kj^ruos ! possessing still the woods 
which were the admiration of antiquity ! Seneca 
knew them, when in his exile he wandered 
along your shores, and imbibed the inspirations 
which dictated his ^'Consolatio ad Helviam."* 
Then ahready the God of War had lit up your 
shades and trampled down your harvests; when 
the LigurianSa the Etruscans, the Carthaginians^ 
the Romans, successively invaded your territo- 
ries, and fought many a sanguinary battle for 
their possession. Here Belisarius gave combat 
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to the Vandals. Here reigned by turuR the 
Goths, the Lombards, the Francs, the Saracens, 
succeeded by the Pilaus and the Genoises. 
Although thus often the object of dispute^ this 
island subsequently sank into repose and oblivion, 
though destined to give birth to the Imperial 
Eagle, whose thunderbolts lightened the whole 
world. 

. My historical reverie was broken by Captain 

D , who directed my attention to the little 

city of Bonifacio, backed by a calcareous rock, 
which made it very distinguishable. Its con- 
struction evinces the strategic talent of the 
Tuscan Marquis Bonifacio, who gave it his own 
name, on founding it after his triumphant 
return from Africa. When we passed it 
Neptune was kinder to us than usual, and we 
sailed along a sea of glass. A multitude of 
islands, far and near, large and small, showed 
themselves above the limpid waves, through 
which the course of the " Virgilio '* resemble J a 
summer^s sail upon a Swiss lake, more than an 
October voyage through one of the most 
dangerous passages of the Mediterranean Sea. 

Leaving upon our right the granite Isle of 
Cavallo, we reached one of the group of the 
Lavezzi, so sadly celebrated by the loss of the 
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Semillante.** This beautiful frigate^ ladea 
with munitions of war, and having on board 
1000 soldiers and anumerons crew, was wrecked 
here on her voyage to the Crimea. This in- 
hospitable rock stands like a funeral monument, 
pointing out the dangers which menace the 
mariner on his entrance into these straits. Not 
a single man survived the disaster. A few 
lifeless bodies were the dumb messengers which 
told the tale of this frightful catastrophe. 
Every soldier who goes to the wars, knows that 
he may be their victim ; but it is sad that he 
should find an obscure grave in the deep, when 
he thought to die the death of the brave in 
some glorious struggle on the battle-field. 

The island of Santa Maria, which shortly 
came in sight, was the first object which inter- 
rupted these trite reflections. An old light* 
house presides over the flat and sandy shores 
recognizable by its yellowish tinge, which dis- 
tinguishes it from the steep coasts of Bazzoli 
and Budelli. 

Leaving behind us the Barrettini, whence the 
northern point of La Maddalena is just visible, 
though partly concealed by the Isle of Sparagi» 
which seems to bar the passage, we entered a 
bay from which no outlet was visible. We had 
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coasted for balt^-hour the ancient Phintonis, 
whose perpendicular clifl^ rose boldly before U8» 
when the " Virgiiio" was veered to the eastward, 
and traversed the little arm of sea which sepa-* 
rates the isle from Sardinia. We then found 
ourselves in a sort of basin, surrounded by 
islands. Crowned with forts, St. Stephano lay on 
our right hand ; before us Caprera, backed by the 
distant mountains of Sardinia, and to our left 
the smiling coast of La Maddalena, the town of 
the same name appearing in sight from the 
roads, and forming a little amphitheatre from 
the sliore. The wheeb of the ** Virgiiio** revolved 
with less and less velocity, and then stopped al- 
together, and we were at our destination. 

When the reader learns that the only com*" 
munication between the island and the main- 
land is by one monthly voyage, he will not be 
surprised that our arrival was an important 
event in the eyes of the inhabitants, and that 
the shore was covered with a crowd of people. 
If the departure from Genoa was a tumultuous 
scene, our arrival here greatly surpassed it. 
The thought of having escaped all the dangers 
of the sea, and the pleasure of again placing 
foot upon terra firma^ in the midst of their 
relations and friends, diffused a universal joy 
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amongst the passengers* As to the islanders* 

they set at nought the orders of the Captain, 
and in spite of the rough opposition of the 
crew, they tumbled by hundreds over the bnl- 
warks on to the deck ; some seeking friends, 
others goods which they had been long expect- 
ing, and some asking political news, and quarrel- 
ling for the papers. 

My companion had not foreseen this tumult, 
and the delay it would cause us in landing. 
To ayoid the throng I retired to the after-part 
of the vessel. As I was watching the Utile 
port and the fishing craffc at anchor there, 
Captain D. approached me with an air of plea- 
sore^ and pointing to a boat, he exclaimed, 
** Look, Madam, there is Garibaldi ! He will 
soon be onboard ! With what joy shall I again 
clasp the hand of that brave man !** 

Notwithstanding the multitude of boats 
going to and coming from the shore with 
passengers, 1 could readily distinguish the 
General, standing upright, one hand holding a 
rope. He balanced himself with perfect eas^ at 
the prow of his light bark, which was managed 
by a sailor and a very handsome youth. 

The aspect of the man so well known in 
America and Europe was not strange to me. 
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I had seen him at the time when the eyes of all 
Italy were fixed upon him. In those days of 
anxiety and hope — ^when he came to jbtome to 
defend her from the yoke which menaced her— 
his appearance then filled me with enthusiasm. 
Now» it moved me to the bottom of my soul ! 
for since 1849 I had been initiated into all the 
particulars of his life, and comprehended the 
real value of such a man ; and I may truly say 
that his noble and serious countenance bore in 
it the evidence of his always grand and adven- 
turouSy and sometimes even tragic, history. I 
therefore contemplated him, not with the fimatic 
enthusiasm which idealises its object, but with 
the consciousness of his actual merits^ and the 
certainty of his being a hero whose self-denial 
and mlignanimity equalled his courage ; and my 
entire attention was concentrated on his figure, 
irom the time he was pointed out to me, until 
he stepped on deck among the concounie which 
surrounded him. 

Although I had requested Captain D. not to 
name me to the General till some of the contu- 
sion was over, it was scarcely a quarter of an 
Lour before he cjime to say that Garibaldi de- 
sired to be presented to me. We went into the 
ladies* cabin, and there amidst noise and bustle 
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I exchanged my first words with the illustrious 
warrior. He inspired me at once with such a 
feeling of confidence tbat I seemed to be meet- 
ing an old friend; and this arose, no doubt, 
irom the cordiality of his reception and the 
sympathy which a fine and sincere character is 
sure to eall forth. 

I very soon told Lim the object of my voyage, 
in which he alone could assist me; but hearing 
from him that the documents I wanted were no 
longer in his possession, I felt much discouraged. 
However, I could not regret having undertaken 
my enterprise, as it had accomplished one of 
the most ardent wishes of my heart. I had 
become personally acquainted with the man 
whose great character had occupied my thoughts 
for many years, and it was with true enjoyment 
that I heard his opinion of the existing state of 
Italy, and the critical situation of England in re- 
gard to the Indian Mutiny. I was agreeably sur- 
prised at the admiration he expressed for my 
country — the more so, as it is not common to 
find an oppressed people forming an impartial 
judgment of a great and free nation. 

Garibaldi's eloquence became more and more 
animated as the conversation proceeded, and 
more and more captivating as he spoke of the 
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past and the fiitiire of Italy. The fire of patriot- 
ism glowed in bis lively but earnest face ; bis open 
countenaooe and classic features revealing^ in 
one expressfye whole, the goodness and the 
strength of his character. One could not but 
perceive what must be the effect of this power- 
ful individuality upon tiie masses. Such a 
leader electrifies his troops^ in communicating 

• 

to them, by example, the heroism he feels 
himself! 

** But where, Madame, do you think of taking 
up your abode i" said the General, when Captain 

D came to tell ns it was now posable to 

go oa shore. 

*^My Mend tells me there is an inn for 

strangers," replied I, turning to Ca[)tain D . 

Certainly, Ma'am, we shall find two rooms 

at Ruffo's." 

''Madame," intermpted the General, ''it is 
quite impossible for you to go into such a place. 
Let me beg you to come to my house. I regret 
that I shall not be able to receive you as you 
deserve, but all I can do is at your service, and 
I offer it most cordially^ Allow me to conduct 
you to my boat, and before sunset we shall be 
at my house in Caprera.*' 

The tone in which Garibaldi proiiuuueed these 
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words was so persuasive, that I found it diiUcuIt 
to reply by a refusal. I did so^ howeTer^ being 
determined to visit La Maddalena, and very 
unwilling to incommode him* Promising, then, 
to devote the morrow to a visit to him, he 
pointed out to me his retreat, situated on the 
point of Caprera, where the shore, to the 
east» seemed to shut in the transparent lake on 
which we were now at anchor. At a short dis- 
tance from the beach, in a delightful solitude, 
I discovered a white house, backed by a wall of 
granite rock. 

Three o'clock now struck, and it was full 
time for us to depart ; but, before leaving the 
ship, he advanced towards me with the youth of 
whom mention has afareadybeen made: *^Tou 
must also know my son Menotti. Some people 
reproach him with having the aur and robust 
form of a sailor. For myself, I know too well 
the value of good health, not to encourage him 
in all manly exercises which strengthen the 
body, even at the sacrifice, perhaps, of some of 
that extreme elegance which the world so 
much delights in 

I replied, It seems to me. General, that yon 
have perfectly attained your end, and that your 
son is endowed with that strength which does 
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not exclude grace," and held out my hand to 
the young iiercules, whose frank air and noble 
carriage had ahready attracted my admiration. 
Once in the boat» a few strokes of Menotti's 
vigorous oar brought m to the strand^ where we 
parted with a promise to be early on the mor- 
row at the ^'Punta della Moneta*" the aouth- 
eastern extremity of La Maddalena, where a 
very narrow arm of sea separates her horn 
Caprenu 

« * * « 

And what is to become of us, now that we 

have declined, rather inconsiderately, the hospi- 
tality which was so freely offered us ?** was the 
ironic exclamation of my companion, as he fol- 
lowed the porter who carried our luggage 
through the streets of the mean little town. 

We shaU soon know our iai^' said I, as 
our guide turned into a house on the right 
hand. A most promising entrance," grumbled 
my companion, looking up a staircase as straight 
and almost as steep as a ladder. Some half- 
naked children biored our progress. ^ Whew i 
what a smell of garlick ! enough to make the 
whole English army draw back !" cried Captain 
D , on opening the door of a room where 
we were encountered by a number of women. 
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**Have jou two rooms to let?" he asked, 
casting a sceptical glance around the chamber 
which we now entered, and where we saw an 
immense bed and an enormous tables round 
which were seated many of the "Virgilio's* 
passengers, recruiting themselves after the 
effects of the sea, by eating, with an excellent 
appetite, everything that was set before them. 
The women pushed us into an adjacent closet, 
saying, "You may lodge there/* "But the 
second room asked the Captain, with visible 
anxiety. ** These people are going away again 
in the steamer, and then you can take their 
place,** was the women's reply, speaking all 
together. 

Our doom was pronounced— we could only 
resign ourselves to it.. The open street was the 
sole altemative. Our eyes sought in vain even 
tlic most indispensable articles ol" I'uniiture, and 
always after every glance they rested on the 
gigantic bed, which was covered with dishes 
and glasses and tureens, which were almost lost 
in heaps of boots and shoes and wretched rags 
of clothing, in which heterogeneous amalgam 
seemed to be everything for which there was 
no other place. Nur were live objects wanting. 
At one comer a poor bitch was suckling 
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her litter; at another a hen sheltered her 

brood under her wing, and near them a fine 
pigeon cooed to his mate. What repose could 
be expected from such a couch, which, no 
doubt, was also the habitation of other and 
smaller members of the animal kingdom? I 
stood atupiiied and horror-stricken for some 
moments, and then turned away and followed 

Captain D ^ who said that, since we were 

condemned to such a &te, we had better at 
least employ the remaining hours of daylight 
in seeking our fellow-oountrjmen whom we 
intended to visit. Desiring that the rooms 
should be put into some kind of order while 
we were away, we obtained a guide to Captain 
R.'s dwelling, and soon arrived in front of a 
pretty house^ situated at the end of a pro- 
montory, about a gunshot from the quay. From 
my first arrival I had remarked this houses the 

harmonious lines of its architecture, the colour 
of its walls, and particularly its fine situation, 
fronting the sea, and eommanding a splendid 
view on every side. 

The loud barking of two large hounds gave 
notice of the presence of strangers, but the 
2eal of the two Cerberi was soon quieted by 
a 'servant, who asked us to enter. Captain R. 
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erne to ihe door, and said that his dog. 

Terrible," did not know what to make of so 
Qnaoccwtoined aa event aa a mitor, and waa 

rather disposed to give us a ' terrible" recep- 
tion. His master, homrer, is more ftiendly,"" 

replied I, as I returned the pressure of the old 
gentieman's hand, and took the seat to which 
he led me. 

Never did I feel more sensible of the truth 
of the old saying, that the friends of our friends 
are our friend^»'' far» without introduction, or 
even sufficient excuse!, I vras intruding on an 
entire strauger, of whose existence, forty-eight 
honia ago^ I was peifeetfy ignorant, and yet the 

mere naming of a mutual friend had produced 
in a moment something very like intimacy 
between ns. 

I gathered ^m my worthy host's conver- 
sation that, after a brilliant career in the British 
navy, he had visited many places in his own 
yacht until he had been tempted by the splendid 
climate, and the great opportunities for hunting 
and fishing, to establish himself in this island ; 
and here for many years he had now passed a 
life^ divided between the quiet pleasures of 
reading, and the gentle labours of his vineyard 
and garden. It cannot be said that 'solitude 
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%vcakeDS and enervates, for a more £resh-spirited 
and hardj old man I never beheld ; and notwith* 
standing his seventy years, bis firm siim figure, 
the file of his sharp eyes, and the energy of his 
every movement, might raise the envy of many 
a much younger man. 

The sight of a fresh heap of newspapers and 
lettersi which covered the table, made me fear 
that we had disturbed our host by our unau- 
thorized visit, and we therefore prepared to de* 
part, asking him if he thought we might venture 

to call upon Mr. and Mrs. C . ^* Certainly,'* 

he replied; and if you are not afiaid of my 

little boat, it is quite at your service to take you 
to the Punta della Moneta. It will save you 
time, and you have not much to lose.'' With 
these words he conducted us to the landing- 
place below, and aocompanied by his boatman, 
Giovanni, we stepped on board the boat. 

It was the most beautiful part of the day, 
when the departing rays of the sun had but a 
abort hour left to gild the valleys with their 
glow ; though even after the moment of setting 
they would stiU gladden the highest tops of the 
moontains, until, batiied in a sea of purple, they 
abandon the earth to the shadows of night. 
Never saw I a more translucent sea! never a 
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more resplendent sky, and never in Greece or 
Italy had I inhaled a milder air ! But it is not 

in the vegetation, the luxuriant meads, or 

the automnal tints of the rich woods, that the 
stranger should find his chief indnement to 
visit this country. Wherever the eye turns, it 
rests on gigantic and fieintastically formed rocks, 
whose inhospitable steeps forbid even the use of 
their scanty herbage, and give the northern 
stranger an idea of a comfortless desert. But 
the eye of the poet, and the searching glance of 
the geologist, will view these majestic masses 
with the purest delight, whether it be to seek 
in them the traces of beauty, or the evidences 
of the God-written annais of nature. 

We were now coasting the southern shore of 
La Maddaieua, having on our right the Isle of 
St. Stephano, until Gaprera revealed to our 
sight all tlie asperities and the depths of her 
abrupt declivities, illumined by the roseate 
reflections of snnset. In about an hour we 
reached thePunta della Moneta, at the extremity 
of which stood the white mansion of Mr. C , 
built in the Moorish style, and we arrived there, 
after a short walk along a picturesque terrace^ 
where bloomed the cactus and the Indian fig. 
Giov^ni went forward to announce us. Mrs. 



Digitized by Google 



La Maddakna* 



201 



C — ■ is one of those extraordinarj women 
whom Enghnd alone can create, and of whom 
I have found examples in regions the most 
distant from home. She advanced towards us 
as far as the door of her romantic habitation, 
begged us to enter a pretty room even with the 
terrace, and expressed her regret that her 
husband was not there to receive us. Mrs. C - 
might be about five-and-forty, still very agreeable 
in person, and her manners evidenced the dis- 
tinction of her birth. She had resided here for 
twenty-five years, and I believe that some 
catastrophe had condemned her to this voluntary 
exile. I longed to know the mystery of this 
destiny, but all I could learn veas that she 
ordinarily accompanied her husband on his 
long excursions on horseback and in the chase, 
and even in his fishing voyages — a passion for 
which they both possessed, to the extent of 
being several days absent on the open sea. 

Mrs. C seemed to penetrate my wishes, 

but she only gratified them so far as to tell me 
that by birth she was a lady, by choice a gipsy, 
and by necessity a former's wife. I can only 
say that her behaviour evinced perfect content- 
ment ; and, notwithstanding the complete isola^ 
tion in which she was placed, vrithout children 
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and ivithout domestics, her life, perhaps, affords 
more real interest than the existence of some of 
our queens of fashion, who purchase their 
triumphs at the cost' of so many friyolous but 
imperious duties. Exclusively devoted to the 
care of her household and fiurm, she had formed 
for herself so extended a circle of activity, that 
ennui could never reach her. I was told that 
for soTenteen years she had never set foot in 
the town of La Maddalena, A pleasant fire- 
place, a choice library, a writing-table coyered 
with books and papers, showed that many calm 
evenings might be enjoyed in this room. I 

inquired of Mrs. the qualities of the 

small Sardinian horses, and she assured roe they 
deserved the renown they had obtained. " Their 
price,*' she said, never exceeds 200 francs, and 
their keep is about 150 francs a-year. They 
require but little care, and can support the 
greatest fiitigu^ which I attribute to their breed 
and their food, composed, like that of the 
Arabian, of straw and barley. If yon will place 
yourself at the window, I will show you my own 
miniature charger." 

She went out into the garden, and one call 
of her well-known voice served to bring from 
his stall the prettiest little horse of dappled grey. 
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He put up his bright eye, and shook his head 
'with a proud but docile air, and followed his - 
mistress, who, having a sieve in her hand, 
attracted the attention of all the other quadru- 
peds and ali the fowls of the farmyard. Two 
dogs came out to greet her, wagging their tails. 
Some pigs, of a kind peculiar to Sardinia, a 
flight of pigeons^ and many fowls vrith bright 
red crests, came ninning to pick up the grains 
that felL A bank of laurels, roses, and exotic 
plants formed the frame of this living picture, 
the serene beauty of which reminded one of the 
pastoral manners of the golden age. 

Once more in our boat, which glided in its 
silent course over the waveless water, and the 
night having by degrees confused every object 
and every colour in one sombre uniformity, 
I pleased myself by considering the country 
life I had just witnessed, and its traces on my 
mind were more poetic and enchanting than 
even the reality. 

I do not know," said I to my companion, 
" what have been the trials to which Mrs. C. 
has been subjected, but I would accept her 
past, with all its griefs, if I could at such a 
price purchase her present happiness." ^ Par- 
ticularly this evening," replied the Captain, 
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who was thinking of our return to the inn! 

'"Stop, Giovanni," continued he, as a boat 
crossed us ; I think that is a fishmg boat, 
and we may peiiiups add sometliing to our 
rather problematical supper." 

Such an idea was not at all to be despised ; 
particularly as the hshermeu had caught but 
three red mullets, and we at once secured 
them for a small coin, which thej thankfully 
took in exchange. 

It was late when we entered the town, and 
on reaching the inn we were disagreeably 
surprised at finding the hir^e rooni full of 
travellersy and the second exactly as we bad 
left it! Captain D. angrily demanded why the 
rooms had not been prepared and reserved for 
us. His words seemed rather to confuse the 
eldest of our hostesses, an old njatron, as thin 
as a spindle, and enveloped in a brown cloak. 
She asked us, in a dolorous tone, to ** pardon 
her poor daughters, who must have been out of 
their minds to j)romise us the second room, as 
it belonged to an engineer and his family"! 
At this the Captain's choler became more 
violent, and his reproaches, mingled with the 
excuses of the daughters and the. protestations 
of their mother, formed a " crescendo," which 
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soon became a " fortissimo," that almost split 
the tympanum of our ears. 

^ Send then for Pietro Susini,'* said Captain 

D , " and he must find us another lodging ; " 

and with this he began to dissect a tough fowl« 
which he declared must be the progenitor of 
all the fowls in the place, and, at last, told the 
old woman to bring some bread, if nothing 
else was to be had ; on which she placed 
before us some baked paste, as hard as a 
biscuit, saying, ''Our bread is all gone, and 
there are no bakers here. Every family bakes 
for itself every Saturday, and when they have 
no more, they do as well as they can, with 
chesnuts, or potatoes, or maize." 

''Madame,*' said my friend, smiling, '* I warned 
you that we should have to live like Crusoe in 
his island." However, our hostess now brought 
us some fine chesnuts and a straw^overed 
fiask of excellent wine, the tirst glass of which 
restored the Captain's equanimity. The women, 
fearing to .lose us, tried all their eloquence 
to persuade us that one room was enough ; but 
the arrival of Pietro Susini put an end to 
their entreaties. He told us there were apart- 
ments to be had in the house of the sisters 
Fazio; but, up to the last moment, we had 
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almost a battle to get away. I should have 

said before, that the Captain had a letter of 
introdaetioii to Siguor Susiniy who was one 
of the authorities of the place. " I am about 
to take you to some yeiy respectable people,** 

said he, as we euttTed a Louse. lie opened a 
door, and we found ourselves in a large apart* 
ment, the ceiling of which was formed of 
canes, interlaced in a pattern. Three women 
received us courteously* Susini assured us 
that we should here find a quiet and propriety 
which was to be met with in few houses in 
the island, r They introduced me into a small 
chamber, opening out of the Yestibule. Here 

there was a bed, with a damask coverlid and 
white curtains, a table^ and an old prie-Dieu, 
and the rest of the space was not much more 
than my trunk required. ''There is another 
room for the Captain," said Susini ; *^ and if you 
want anything else, you have only to ask for 
it." ^ Quite true," said one of the sisters; 
*• everything we have is at your disposal. Our 
house is small, but our hearts are laige ! " 

The time for tea having arrived, I began to 
make my preparations^ and I presumed that 
these large-hearted ladies would at least furnish 
me with some hot water — ^but no! They 



Digitized by Google 



La Maddahm. 207 



allowed me to light my spirit lamp ; and instead 

of offering me any assistance, they only looked 
on unth surprise, and afterwards, asked to 
partake of a beverage which was entirely 
unknown to them. 

After tea Captain D retired to his cell. 
The sound of his boots as he threw them 
ofl^ and presently an energetic snore, showed 
that he had already forgotten his fatigues in 
sleep. The ladies wished me good night» and 
left me to the free use of the room, of which I 
profited to write up my journal. 

The consciousness of beiug thus alone in a 
Strange place, at an hour of universal repose, 
always awakes in me a peculiar sensation. 
Fancy is in the ascendant, and runs away with 
me; and my thoughts not being restrained by 
any external obstacle, outstrip in rapid flight 
both time and space. 

Having written for a while, I allowed myself 
to be tempted by the bright moonlight to walk 
out into the free air, and enjoy the splendour of 
a night so radiant. The house of the sisters 
Fazio was situated on the slope of a hill, and at 
a few steps irom the door I obtained an exten- 
siTe yiew, illumined by the beams of the beau- 
tiful planet. This demi*]ight, which gives so 
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great a charm to places we love, diffuses a still 
greater illusion over an unknown country, which 
our ima^iiatioQ may embellish as it will. The 
silence of nature was uninterrupted either by 
the bark of a dog, the cry of an owl, or the 
noise of the sea waves. A calm so profound 
reigned over the sleeping isle, that the most 
sensitive ear would have failed to distinfjuish a 
single sound from any one of the multitude who 
reposed at this solemn hour on its breast. One 
might have thought that all life was concentred 
in the vegetable kingdom, which now filled the 
air with perfumes the most delicious. 

I followed the path which led to the old and 
abandoned iurt of La Guardia Vecchia, until it 
disappeared amidst a chaos of stones and rub- 
bish. I w as atiaid of going farther, and I sat me 
down on a block of granite* The moon was now 
less brilliant, and some rather ominous clouds 
appeared at aJl points of the horizon. The sea, 
shut in by numerous mountains, isles, and pro* 
montories, formed itself into basins of different 
shapes and extent. 

And in all this solitude, thought I, there 
is so much security, that a whole population 
is sleeping iu peace, with open doors, under the 
protection of Heaven; and I, a stranger, am 
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waudehug about at midnight wherever caprice 
leads me ! I then thought of the "wide expanse 
of sea and land whicli separated me from my 
home. Seized, and by degrees absorbed by this 
impression of solitude, my mind was carried 
back from age to age^ eyen to the Creation; 
and the sight of all these islands and mountains 
awoke in me a vision of that unknown time^ 
when the war of elements oyerthrew the order 
of our sphere^ making islands rise £rom the 
bosom of the deep, and forming seas in the 
midst of continents. 

The probability seems to be that Sardinia 
was once the centre of all these isles, which no 
doubt partook her destiny. Let us go back 
only to what history has chronicled. Sardinia 
has played but a small political part since the 
time of l^berius Gracchus ; not because she is 
insignificant in herself, but because she has had 
the lot of many men who, endowed with all the 
gifts of Nature, have been so placed hy circum- 
stances as to be unable to develop their quali- 
ties, and are thus the victims of that injustice 
which in all ranks of society exercises an in- 
exorable despotism ! 

As everything which is concealed has an 
attraction at once strange and pleasant^ I 
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plunged deeper and deeper into thought^ and 
Heaven knowB how far I might have gone had 
not a noise of falling stones aroused me. I 
tinned quiekly round, and beheld the taU figure 
of a man, wiio, descending the hill, advanced 
towards me with a firm step. 

** Salute," said I to the unknown ; who, armed 
with no weapon more formidable than a walkings 
stick, inspired me with confidence rather than 
with fear. 

^Salute," replied ^according to the custom 
of the countrj) the voice of an old man, with 
an accent so sympathetic^ that I detennined to 
profit bj the rencontre in iiuding the shortest 
way home. Scarcely had the stranger re* 
covered his surprise at mj unexpected presence, 
than he asked what could have caused my 
being alone in such a place at such an hour. 

^Merelyy" I answered, "^that I might con- 
template by moonlight the diflferent points of 
your island ! and you, an aged man, what could 
be your inducement to leave a comfortable 
home, and make a nocturnal excuisiua, so 
fatiguing as it must be in these mountain 
paths r 

*'Alas! where u my comfortable home?" 
cried the old man, with a sigh. ^ Look, Signoia 
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mia," continued he after a pause^and uncoveriDg 
his head, displaying Ins snow-white hair, and turn- 
ing his majestic figure towards me, Michele 
Ziearo ean count ninety-eight years, but it is 
not the weight of age^ but of grief and cruel 
losses, that bears Urn down.** 

Touched with compassion at these words, I 
asked, Have you no children^ no grandchildren^ 
whose aflfection might soothe your sorrows?** 

^ I have possessed all, but to lose aU, and to 
pass in misery and bereavement a deplorable old 
age. The town which now extends itself along 
the shores once crowned the hill which still 
retains the name of Santa Trinita, and where 
the vestiges of the old buildings may yet be 
seen. That was the scene of my earliest recol- 
lections ; there it was that we were kept by iear 
of the Turks. Haifa century and more has since 
passed over us, but there are even now moments 
when I can fiBincy I hear the silver sound of the 
church bell at daybreak, calling to their work 
all the inhabitants of the place, for every one 
felt himself bound to work at the erection of 
the fort 'Delia Gamiciay* our only ramparts for 
the preservation of our goods, and of the honour 
of our wives^ and daughters^ and sisters. Every 
one in the island^ not only the young and 
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strong men, but bojs and girls, women and 
aged men, lent a hand to this work of 
defence, on which our safety so greatly de- 
pended« I think I now see this band of 
voluntary labourers hastening to the place of 
their appointed work. Yes, Signora, it was 
a time of fatigue, excitement, and anguish. 
They called Michele Zicaro the happiest man 
in La Maddalena; and indeed he really was so, 
for the pastures of the island did not suffice for 
his numerous herds, and they were sometimes 
sent to graze the green meadows of the 
Barrettini. A worthy circle partook my happi- 
ness, in the midst of a group of children who 
prospered around me. Holy Virgin ! shall I 
never lose the remembrance of that tenible day, 
which changed all my joys into mourning? It 
was a beautifiil spring morning: we were 
returning from church, where my eldest daughter 
* had just received the nuptial benediction, 
and, agreeably with an old custom here, we 
were descending towards the beach, to finish 
the f^te by a marriage feast, with a number of 
joyous guests. Suddenly as we crossed a ravine 
we found ourselves surrounded hy a horde of 
pirates, who had just landed. After a vain and 
useless resistance, for our enemies out-numbered 
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us greatly, and were well armed» I was over- 
throwu with sach violence, that I lost my 
and was unable to see any more. Afber a 
while I recoyered consciousness, and tnyear was 

struck by the sounds of rage and distress. I 
comprehended at once all that had passed ; my 
uufurtuDate companions were standing on the 
shore in. an attitude of despair, pointing to a 
Turkish galley in the distance, in full sail, laden 
with women and booty. They were our wives 
and daughters, the captives of their ravishers.'* 

"All your children! were they aU taken?" 
I asked of the old man, whose emotions had 
forced him to break off his recital. 

^ There remained to me two sons," he replied, 
with a sigh, ** but they also were soon taken from 
me. My wounds were scarcely healed when I 
received the news that the elder of them had 
perished by shipwreck off the northern coast of 
Africa! As to the younger, he also would be 
a sailor. He was deaf to my prayers, and would 
not take warning by his brother's fate! He 
persisted in his choice. The British fleet ap- 
peared in our vraters, and this circumstance 
awoke the ambition of the lad to such a degree 
that he could not rest till he had obtained a 
berth in the Admiral's own ship. The moment 
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of his departure is always before my eyes ! I 
think I again reeeiTe the last' adieu of my dap* 
ling boy, my last and only hope! He was 
ladiant with joy* speaking only of anccesB and 
speedy return ! He embraced me tenderly, and 
tried to console me» bat I was sad and down* 
cast, and foresaw a ftnrther misfortone ! Pene- 
trated with this presentiment^ I stood watching 
the disappearance of the last sail of this splendid 
squadron, whose presence here had brouglit 
back security to our coasts. The brilliant -vic- 
tory over the French and Spanish fleets which 
was purchased by the death of the British hero 
deprived the poor Zicaro of his last child ! My 
boy feU in the battle of Trafiaigar r 

He partook, then, of the fate of Ndson.** 
. **YeB, Signora; you- have named the great 
man whose example enchanted my son; and 
what a mau he was! He first showed his 
genins at Aboukir» and, like a meteor, he arose 
in the East, and after a rapid career he sank, 
like the sun, in splendour, in the West.'* 
" Did you know the Admiral personally ?" 

1 not only knew him well, but loved him 
well,** replied the old man, with a proud air. 

No one could approach him but with respect 
amounting almost to reverence! Every time 
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he Bet foot on our 8hore» he remained some time 

with us, and with the kindness inherent in his 
nature he questioned us ail of our fiuoailies and 
affairs. Often did he mount the hills that looked 
over the sea» and as he enjoyed the charming 
prospect, he made me recount to him the inci- 
dents of my life, and the historj of our little 
isle. The church of La Maddalena possesses a 
souvenir of his generosity, in two fine cande- 
labra and a chalice of silver. When he took 
leave of us, he promised that, if he returned 
victorious from the battle he projected, he 
iKrould make the island a present equal in "value 
to a well laden brigantine. Ah» Signora, let 
me assure you, it is not the loss of this rich gift 
that I regret — what I deplore is the premature 
death of so great a man, and of my poor 
boy !" 

Zicaio» at that epoch you were in the full 

power of manhood, and did you not again 
marry?*' 

^ Ah, Signora, I did ; and during that second 
marriage I saw a new spring time around me» 
till that terrible malady, which yon also must 

know well, decimated our population, and de- 
prived me of wife and children at once.** 

"Indeed! and was the cholera so violent 
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here?** ** Alas, yes; and no monflr did it 

appear than all our physicians abandoned us to 
our fiite. The sick and the dyingisrofe deprived 
of all help, and those wiio escaped the disease 
had to rapport the pangs of hunger afterwards^ 
for the authorities of the town interdicted the 
importation of OTeiything. Those who had not 
the means of escaping to Sardinia must have 
died of iamine» had not the Govemment in- 
terfered and taken measnres to sopply us with 
food. In a few days we celebrate the anui- 
▼ersarj of the dead— a day consecrated by the 
Church to a visit to the tombs, which we then 
garland with fresh flowers eveiy year. I am 
now descending from the cemetery, where I have 
been to prepare it for this ceremony. In that 
sad place, where all my happiness lies burled, I 
have passed a great part of the nighty absorbed 
in grief, and in the recapitulation of my suc- 
cessive bereavements." 

This recital threw me into rather a sad medi- 
tation. *• So then," thought I, " this small spot 
of earth, little known and less visited, has not 
escaped the vicissitudes of fate. Its shores, in 
appearance so tranquil, have been the theatre 
of many sanguinary invasions. Its people have 
beeu jthe victims of disease. They have endured 
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bmine, and here» as everywhere else^ the 

passions have had their sway. The echoes of 
European wars have reverberated from these 
rocks, and the memory of the naval liero of 
England lives in the hearts of these islanders, 
mingled with gratitude for the benefits he con- - 
ferred on them. And yet their anuais have 
still to be written, and no bard has yet sung 
them. All that has escaped oblivion, lives only 
in the excited brain and the broken heart of a 
poor nonagenarian, who must himself soon pass 
away and his recollections be buried in his 
grave. 

Such were my thoughts as I again crossed 
the threshold of the house and sought my 
chamber. 

If my rencontre with Zicaro had not been 

enough to banish sleep, my surroundings would 
have sufficed. A simple cloth curtain separated 
my room from the bed of the three ladies, SO 
that I was the compulsory auditor of a sleeping 
monologue from one, the constant snoring of 
the second, and the asthmatic cough of the 
third, and all these sounds were mixed with 
the clucking of the fowls which shared their 
apartment. But the noise which troubled me 
most was the patter of a shower of rain, which 

L 
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threatened to spoil our morrow's excursion to 
Caprera. I listened to it with some anxiety, 
88 it sometimes seemed to diminish and then 
again increase, until I beard distinctly the foot- 
steps of somebody in the Testibnle, who ap* 
peared to be groping in the dark for something 
he could not find. Suddenly there was a 
violent crash, accompanied by a cry of alarm, 
which made me jamp. 

** Gracious heavens!" cried all the women at 
once, *'what can have happened?" " What 
can have happened ?*• re-echoed a voice which 
I immediately recognised, ^'come here and see, 
and help me out." 

*'The Captain is all in the cellar," exclaimed 
the youngest of the three. ^Only halfy' 
answered my lively friend ; " the superior half 
is still in air, though the inferior hangs in 
vacuo." 

During this short colloquy the women had 
struck a light, and put on in haste a few indis- 
pensable garments, before they ran to his rescue. 
I should not have been a woman had I not given 
way to my curiosity, and I peeped through my 
half-opened door to ascertain with my own eyes 
wliiit had occurred. In spite of the real interest 
I felt in his mishap, I found it impossible to 
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resist a loud fit of laughter when I saw the 

three sisters, in most fantastic costumes, using 
all their endeavours to. release their guest from 
the trap in which he was caught. 

''In the name of all the saints!" said lie, 
^ one might as well live in the time of Don 
Quixote and tiie knights-errant, if one cannot 
cross the room in search of one's traTelling-bag 
without fallino^ into an ambush ! Wishing to 
get at my coffee to prepare it for the morning, 
the floor gave way, and I fell—'* 

''Only into the cellar T' interrupted the 
women. 

" Only !" replied he. Well, thank heaven, I 
am no worse off than the Holy Father himself 
was when he visited the Convent of St. Agnes." 
With which words he disappeared into his cell. 

I afterwards found that his allusion was to a 
story of the Pope and his attendant dignitaries 
having been precipitated through the floor of 
the refectory of a convent when they were 
feasted by the monks, without any more disas- 
trous consequences than attended the captain's 
fiilL 
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THE ISLAND OF OAPBERA AND ITS GINCINNAT1TS. 



The lain had scarcely ceased. The dull sky» 
still covered with clouds, lay heavy on the 
horizon^ when, determined to brave the weather, 
and equipped acoordingly, we quitted our lodging 
at eight o'clock in the morning. 

The roads are in too bad a condition to 
allow you to go by land to the Puata della 
Moneta^" said our cicerone Susini, and there- 
fore I have bespoken Maestro Giulio's boat to 
carry you direct to Caprera> and he will himself 
take charge of it.*' 

The thick mud which covered the few streets 
we had to pass through to the shore completely 
justified Susini s words. We therefore gladly 
availed onrselves of his plan, and on the beach 
w e saw Giulio's boat preparing for our reception. 
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As we walked down, I said to Stisini, "I see 
that you will never Trout materials for your 
houses, since you build them of the very granite 
on which yon lay their foundations;** for I 
observed that a new building was rising on the 
rook, out of which the masons were at the same 
time qnaraying stones for its walls. 

^Most of these islands,'' he replied, ''are 
immense quanie. of granite, but it yaries much 
in quality and value. That of this island is 
inferior, but some of them produce a kind 
which is rich in spar, and has a roseate tinge, 
and may be compared with any that comes from 
• Egypt. The isle ' Dei Cavalli,' which you passed 
on your voyage, is celebrated for its ancient 
Roman quarries, where were found, as also at 
Testa, in Sardinia, some columns shaped out in 
the rough, and others nearly finished. We know 
from history that the Pisans took from the 
peninsula of Testa the columns of their church 
of San Giovanni, and it is very probable that 
the peristyle of the Pantheon came from the 
same source." 

The arrival of Maestro Giulio interrupted our 
conversation. He came to tell us that the boat 
was quite ready, and we took our places in it at 
once, t(>gether with his nephew and three sons 



Digitized by Google 



I 



222 OaribMi at Home. 

all Mdth fowling-pieces in their hands and dogs 

at tbeir side^ and all going oTer tO' Caprem for 

a day's sport* Susini, wishing us a good voyage, 

promised to meet us in the eyening at the 

Punta della Moneta, 

♦ . * * * 

**What boat is that, tacking across the 
strait V asked Captain D 

**It must be the General's," said Giulio. 

" You are rights" replied the Captain, ^ for he 
promised to meet us at nine o'clock, and there» 
no doubts he is» with his accustomed punctu- 
ality." 

A long distance, however, lay between us 
and the white sail that had attracted the sharp 
eye of my companion, and I bad time and 
leisure enough for observing the capricions 
forms of the rocks as we rowed by them. On 
the Sardinian coast, just opposite Xa Mad- 
dalena, there was one which particularly amused 
me. It was called ** Capo dei' Orso,* for on its 
top was a block of stone that precisely re^ 
sembled a bear sitting on its haunches. When 
we consider that this eape has the same 

name in the geography of Ptolemy, we must 
conclude that its form was the same 2Q00 years 
ago ; and as it must be the action of the atmos- 
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phere which in the course of many centuries 
has sculptared these solid rocks into the forms 
they bear^ the origin of these curious similitudes 
is lost in the dark night of time* 

While the sight of scenery so new to me was 
thus delighting my mind, the boat we had seen 
at a distance had been gradually approaching 
uSy and we were Tery soon able to distinguish 
the Greneial sitting at the helm. Shortly after- 
wards we were near enough to exchange salu- 
tations. I think^'* said Captain D 9 that 

we shall do best by remaining in Giulio's boat, 
for the wind is high, and it is always diflScult to 
change when there is much sea,** ** There is 
not so much as to oblige us to refuse the 
6eneral*s ciTility,** replied I; and in a few 
minutes we had stepped from our poor skiti' 
into the General's beautiful bark; and when 
I expressed my regret that he should lose so 
much of his precious time, he replied, with 
naive grace, There will only be one work- 
man less at my house to-day, and such a 
▼idt as yours is a pleasant excuse for a holi- 
day. I now only wage war with stone, and 
see,** showing his labour-ronghened hand, if a 
day's rest is not desirable for the poor builder !'* 
. After a short run, the swift boat entered a 
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little harbour, formed hj nature ; and orossiiig 
in a few paces the beach, we trod the odo- 
riferous soil and the green close sward of 
CaprezB. 

But how diflTerent from her sister island! 
No picturesque fishing boat gives life to her 
waters — no pleasant little sj)ot appears along 
her shores— no ruined forts crown her heights 
— ^but one mountain chain upon another raises 
its rugged masses in amphitheatric form before 
the wondering eje of the stranger \ All that 
surrounds him here is severe and vast, as if 
Nature had purposely designed it for the resi- 
dence of the Ciucinimtus of our day! The 
mastic and the arbutus, the myrtle and the 
heath, and a number of aromatic plants, group 
themselves among the rocks and over the turf 
on which, in ascents more or less steep, you walk 
from the sea to the habitation of Garibaldi* 

A short half-hour brought us to the enclosure 
of flower-beds which extends along the front of 
the house. Several dogs ran out to welcome 
their master with the violent expression of their 
joy, and to be rewarded by his caresses* 

Those must be the ruins of your first dwell- 
ing," said I, pointing to a fiiUen log house. 
Of my second,'' he replied. My first was 
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a simple sail, of which I made a tent; but if 
you will pennit me, I will now conduct you 
into mj third, which I have built of more 
durable materials. It has, as you see, but one 
storey, and I have copied the style of tlie South 
American villas, and covered it with a flat 
roof, which forms a terrace walk." 

The beautiful appearance of this mode of 
construction is extremely agreeable to the eye ; 
and, on entering the house, I found that the 
interior corresponded in character with the 
facade — a praise which cannot always be 
awarded to our modem &brics. Every room 
was ample and well ventilated. The harmony 
of their proportions proved that the architect 
thought more of producing becoming apart- 
ments than of submitting to the mere rules of 
his art 

In a room which had been occupied by one 
of the two friends who shared the GeneraFs 
rural life, I observed a little collection of the 
flags of several nations ; and, on inquiring the 
meaning of these souvenirs of war, he seemed 
anxious to avoid a reply, and presently left the 
room, for he is not one of those who are the 
recounters of their own successes. 

These flags, which I now examined more 
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attentively, were the trophies of his triamphs, 

and recalled many a brilliant episode in his 
heroic career. I fixed mj eye upon the stand- 
ard of Monte Video, presentcMl to her brave 
defender after the battle of St. Antonio. It 
was on the 8th Jnly, 1846 — a memorable day 
— on which Garibaldi, at the head of 200 
Italians, found himself surrounded by troops, 
consisting of 1200 men, under the command 
of General Gomez. Instead of standing on the 
defensive, which, under like circumstances, no 
chief could have been blamed for doing, he 
• attacked, with his handful of followers, this 
force so greatly superior in number, and after 
a conflict of fiye hours, Gomez, with his in- 
fantry in disorder, and his cavaky in confusion, 
abandoned the field to its conqueror ! 

The contemplation of this flag brought also 
to my mind Alexander Dumas'a little work of 
" Monte Video, ou la nouvelle Troye,*' in which 
he renders such transcendent justice to its 
dauntless defender, proclaiming with enthuN- 
asm his superiority as a warrior and a man 1 
The &cts related in that book are, as Garibaldi 
himself allows, quite true; but it seems that the 
praises layished on him appeared to him ex- 
cessive, and he was thus prevented from thank- 
ing its author for his work. 
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Having gone over the house, the General 
invited us to take some refreshment ; but we 
had so little time, and I was so anxious to 
walk over his grounds^ that I proposed starting 
at once on this expedition. "At least," said 
he, let me introduce you first to my daughter 
Teresa," and he left the room in search of 
her. I threw a rapid glance over bis library. 
To my mind a man*s library is tbe best index 
to the character of him who formed it; for 
books are not like unwelcome visitors — ^they 
do not come unbidden, and only surround those 
who seek them and love them. This little 
collection was comjjosed chiefly of works as 
solid as th^r possessor, whom they have fol- 
lowed to the wild shores of Caprera, to charm 
bis short intervals of leisure. Side by side 
with the best treatises on the art of war and 
navigation, I saw the names of Shakspeare, 
Byron, and Young; ftrther on were the most 
esteemed works on natural philosophy and 
science, the ''Cosmos" of the great German 
thinker, the Ethicks of Plutarch, the Discourses 
of Bossuet, and the delightful Fables of JLia 
Fontaine, ^hich conceal so much of the pro- 
found under the disguise of naivete. 

The entrance of the youthful Teresa ended 
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my literary review. I saluted with much interest 
this beautiful girl» in whose legalar features I 
recognized the traces of her father's counte- 
nance, while the flexible firmness of their 
movements reminded mo of the Brazilian origin 
of her mother. Never did a complexion of 
golden brown so harmonize with light-coloured 
hair. Was it the softness of her dark chesnut 
coloured eye, or the expresdon of a physiog- 
nomy which at one time betrayed the petulance 
of a child* and at another the timidity of a 
young maiden, which gave so great a charm to 
her entire person? In honour of our visit* she 
had assumed a " toilette extraordinaire," but I 
would rather have seen her in her usual costume, 
with the sling which she uses so adroitly 
throvm over her shoulder. Curious, that this 
oldest of instruments of war and the chase 
should still retain its position in this kingdom, 
and that the form of the Sardinian '^Fionda" 
should be so identical with that which David 
used in his combat with Goliath! 

We now began our tour of the grounds, 
which was an enterprise of some hours, of 
which the pleasure surpassed the fiitigue ; for 
the survey of this large estate, just brought into 
cultivation, and the judicious explanations of our 
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guide, so eminent in everythiug he undertakes, 
were as interesting as they were instructive. 

It was in the month of May, 1855, that 
Gahbaidi landed for the first time in Caprera, 
which at that period might have been described 
as a mass of granite, clothed here and there 
with a thin crast of earth, which was in part so 
covered with loose stones, that it produced 
little beyond a few brambles and a scanty supply 
of aromatic plantsj now, at the expiration of 
but two years and a lialf (when I was there) 
may be seen a fine house and garden, and a 
large space in cultivation, entirely surrounded 
by a muro a secco," a mode of building much 
resorted to in Tuscany and other small Italian 
States, with this difference, however, that 
whereas all which I had before seen were 
merely rough jstones placed one on another, the 
wall around this domain, though equally without 
mortar, was built of blocks which had been 
squared and dressed by the tool. Garibaldi 
told me that he had done much of this work 
with his own hands, but that other necessary 
employments obliged him to give it up. 

This enclosure comprehends vidthin its limits 
a nursery of cypress and chesnut trees, figs and 
other fruit trees, and a garden of vegetables, vines, 
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and OTOn sugar canes. Everything flourishes 

under tliis magnificent sky and fertilizing sun. 
Pools of water, fed by natural springs, are dis- 
tributed hero ajid there, thus maintaining a suffi- 
ciency of moisture, which, united with the 
sun's heatt quickens the deTeIx)pment of Tege- 
tation. 

Several kilns were burning into charcoal the 

roots of shrubs that had been cleared oiF the 
ground* But while every freshly ploughed 
slope, where so lately the bush and the stone 
had reigned supreme, promised a rich harvest, 
every now faint, now louder, bark of a dog, 
and every echoing shot, warned the poor 
birds on the berry-laden boughs that they could 
no longer enjoy their lives in safety. 
If the survey of tUs young and promising 

possession afforded us so much gratilication, the 
conversation that passed at dinner gave us no 
less pleasure. We spoke chiefly in Italian, but 
from time to time the General expressed him- 
self in French, with that rare perfection so 
difficult to attain. His sonorous voice, full of 
power and sweetness, called to mind the 
dominant qualities of his character ; and if his 
eloquent language was not seasoned with wit^ 
it was always full of knowledge and euthusiasm. 
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and such as is seldom to be met with in a man 
of action. 

When a few years ago I read Hoffstetter's 
Jottmal ofthe Campaign in Italy (''Hoffstet-* 
ter's Tagcbucli aus Italicn' ), a work which gives 
a ^thful picture of the events of 1S49, and 
also contains many interesting particulars of the 
public and private life of Garibaldi, I was far I 
from thinking of even the possibility of being 
the recipient of the hospitality of this emiuent 
man, whose deeds then awoke all my sympathy. 
Our conversation turned naturally oii the past. 
Acquainted as I was with the disastrous events 
which caused the death of his wife, I did not 
dare to pronounce her name, but the General 
himself led the way to it. It seemed to please 
him that all the occasions on which the Bra- 
zilian Amazon had displayed her courage and 
presence of mind were so fresh in my memory, 
and with the same animation which so often 
lighted up his countenance when hib beloved 
country was his theme» he now spoke with tear- 
ful eye and tremulous voice of the heroine of 
Imbiturba» Morroda Barra, Caquari and Lages. 

But it was not alone of her heroic qualities 
that he spoke. The womanly virtues of the 
never-to-be-forgotten Anita, he recounted with 
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proud acknowledgment. ' Her sacrifices as a 
wife and a mother, the excellence of her heart, 
and the affability of her manners, he scarcely 
knew how to praise enough, at the same time 
holding her up to his daughter as a pattern and 
example. 

In the year 1849 I was witness of the enthu- 
siasm which he raised when he hastened to the 
rescue of the Eternal City from a disgraceful 
yoke ; and if that excited outbreak, those thun- 
dering ^evvivas" found then an echo in my 
heart, the veneration which I now feel for the 
Liberator must of course be doubly intense and 
true. No elegant American cloak now hangs 
on his shoulders. No ostrich-feather flutters 
proudly from his helmet. No picturesque-^lad 
Moor follows his chaiger. No devoted com- 
panions obey his nod ! In plain and humble 
civil attire, with but two faithful friends to 
share the leisure of his rocky isle, the cultivar 
tion of a waste is the object of his industry, 
the education of two dear children his recre- 
ation ! 

But it is not desponding hopelessness, it is 
not petty irritation, that has placed him in 
voluntary exile and apparent oblivion. The 
same heroism, the same hope, the same love of 
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country still fill his heart, and bright years will 
yet open npon his future life! Bat exactly 
because the purest motives impel him, the most 
honourable intentiona are his incitement» he 
prefers rather to wait in self-denying patience, 
than to prostitute his abilities to the satisfac- 
tion of a lust for renown, or an ambitious self- 
love. 

After dinner, as we prepared to leave the 
house again, the weather looked uncertain ; a 
fresh breeze had sprang np which now collected 
the clouds into masses, and now again dispersed 
them ; letting a ray of sunshine through their 
openings, to light up the picture before us. 
Several small horses were feeding quietly, and 
giving liie to the green meadow ; goats grouped 
themselves on the most acute peaks, and stood 
out in relief against the sky, remaining in per- 
fect immobility till Teresa surprised them by 
a stone which whistled through the air from her 
sling, when they bounded down, scampered over 
the even ground, and disappeared* 

Wishing to have a view of the whole 
panorama of the island, I undertook, under the 
guidance of Garibaldi's two friends, the ascent of 
the Tejalone; but after climbing up for above 
an hour, we encountered some blocks of stone, 
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almost in&ceeflsible, and thickets of biambles 
quite impervious. The summit, which I thought 
so easOy attainable, now appeared more distant 
every step we took, and 1 was obliged to 
renounce my project The same path down- 
wards was so much more difficult than before, 
that we were necessitated to choose another, by 
which we obtained a view of a different side of 
the island. 

■ 

Although Caprera is five miles in length, and 
fifteen in circumference, and a large proportion 
of it capable of cultivation, there are at present 
but six proprietors — the General, Mr. C. of 
Maddalena, and four shepherds. The first is 
the only one who possesses a house; Mr. C. 
purposes building one ; but the shepherds live in 
some of the natural caves among the rocks. I 
was conducted to the mouth of one of these 
grottos, and there we found Maestro Giulio and 
his sous, who had finished their sport, and were 
talking with a shepherd and some other hunts- 
men. % 

^'Have you killed much to-day?** asked one 
of my companions. 

^ Only two boars," was the reply. The 
bad weather diminishes the ardour, and spoils 
the scent of the dogs." 
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And these boars* to wh^m do they belong r 

* What !" cried I, " has the game proprietora 
/iere also? and how are the hunters to know 
whom it belongs toP* 

In this island. Madam, as in many parts of 
Sardinia and Corsica* thQ boars we hunt are but 
a race escaped from the domesticated swine; 
and as soon as a proprietor sees a wild sow with 
a litter by her side, he maiks tlicin in a parti- 
cnlar way which lasts till their death, and thus 
they become his property." 

We continued in conversation on this curious 
subject till we reached the house, without 
thinking how late it was* although the twilight 
already gave us a warning to depart* The wind 
had much increased, and our brave host declared 
that he must tsjce us back himself; and he and 
his son, and one of Lis friends, prepared them- 
selves accordingly. 

The waters of the Archipelago, at times as 
tranquil as a lake, were now much agitated. 
The wind whistled with Airy, and made o«r 
light canoe fly before it over the frothing 
waves. 

Menotti executed with rapidity and precision 
the directions of his father, and his friend and 

Captain D managed the sails. Fear was im- 
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possible when with such men as these, but still 
I will confess that I was not sorry when out 
keel grated on the shore. Mrs. C , who 

had been watchiog our rough passage from her 
window* came down to ns and invited us into 
her house. A bottle of wine of her own growth 
was not a thing to be despised ; we took leaye 
of the General and his companions, who went 
oif in their boat again. I know not what 
we should have done without Susini, who was 
punctual to his appoiutment^ to guide us home. 

It was one of those nights which the im- 
mortal poet of the Inferno " calls "una povera 
notte," and we were obliged to grope our way 
over an uneven road, along which we were 
sometimes driven on by the wind, and some- 
times deluged by the rain, the squalls succeeding 
each other almost without cessation. 

We had scarcely attained the half of our 
distance when we distinguished other footsteps 
than our own» and my ears were startled by 
l^aring my own name pronounced in an un- 
known Toice^ and who should it be but Mr. 

C , returning home, leading his horse by the 

bridle ! 

In spite of my desire to stop and speak to 
the eccentric inhabitant of the " Punta della 
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Moneta," we could in so terrible a night only 

exchange a word and an English shake of the 
hand, and even that was much for people so 
tired, and wetted, and blown to pieces as we 
were. At last after a two hours' walk we 
reached cor lodging once more. 

I soou forgot mj fatigues and the contra- 
rieties of onr nocturnal promenade, for before 
I had conipletod the exchange of my dripping 

garments for dry ones, a visit from CaptainB 

was announced. 

The conversation of such a man, so full of 
sense and imagination, charmed me the more as 
he expressed a lively interest in Italy and a 
love for the fine arts, which soon produced that 
sort of mutual understanding which alwajsi 
exists between persons of similar tastes. The 
intimacy of Captain R. with Bjrron and Shelley 
had left in his mind a store of precious recollec- 
tions; He told me the details of the passion 
which Byron had conceived for the fair Guic- 
cioli. He spoke of his enthusiasm in the cause 
of freedom, of his generous conduct towards the 
conspirators of the Romagna, where his name is 
still held in public veneration, for he knew how 
to excite admiration by his character as well as 
by his genius. He told me also of the profound 
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melaiicholj which beset the great poet when he 
lost his daughter Allegnu 

Captain R. afterwards recounted with the 
liyeliest emotion the death of his friend Shelley^ 
accompanied as it was with some extraordinary 
circumstances. 

**The evening before that sad events** said he, 
**I was with Shelley and Byron at the fete 
which was given in their honour on board an 
English ship of war, then lying before Livoruo. 
After the ball was over, Shelley, accompanied 
by one of his fi lends, Mr. Williams, wished to 
return to his villa, and departed in a small boat 
for Lerici, in the Gulf of La Spezzia. General 
opinion attributed the accident to a tempest; 
but this cannot have been the case, for during 
the whole night in which Shelley was drowned 
the sky was clear and the sea calm. His boat 
must have been run down by some vessel, or 
struck on a sunken rock ; which I think corro- 
borated by the circumstance of my having found 
in the boat, after she had been raised from the 
bottom of the sea, a packet of silver plate 
which had been used at the f&e in precisely 
the spot in which I had placed it. The sad 
loss of our two countrymen reached us but too 
soon. ' I went at once with some friends to 
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Viareg^o^ where the sea had washed the 

bodies ashore. We got there in time to render 
the last duties of friendship. Italian enmity 
against Protestants was then greater than it 
now is, and they would not suffer us to bury the 
bodies. We had do eounie left but to bum 
them. I shall never forget the desolation and 
solemnity of the aspect of this funeral cere- 
mony," said Captain H. with an emotion of 
which thirty-five years seemed to have scarcely 
diminished the first violence. After a pause, 
he thus continued 

"We selected a spot near the shore, and 
close to one of those large crosses so frequently 
seen in Italy. Before it lay the Mediterranean 
Sea, dotted over with its beautiful islands. 
Behind it appeared the majestic chain of the 
Apennines. On the right and left were woods 
of pines, and underwoods of bushy plants, of 
which the ocean winds had bent aud stunted 
the topmost branches. A perfect calm reigned 
over the waters. Little wavelets caressed the 
yellow sands, the colour of which contrasted 
finely with the sapphire bine of a sky almost 
oriental! The gigantic mountains showed 
sharply their snowy outlines in the pure at- 
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mofipheiB. In the centre of such a scene rose 

the bright flame which was reducing to ashes 
the bodies of our two friends. The smoke 
enveloped the cross for a moment^ and then 
mounted high towards heaven, like a symbol of 
Christian fidth and the immortality of the 
soul, 

'*The heart of the Poet had been removed, 

and was subsequently buried with his ashes iu 
the Protestant cemetery at Borne. 

** It was thus tliat England lost one of those 
men of genius who promised to add to her 
. glories. Nobody denies Shelley^s great fault. 
It is difficult to defend him; but it should not 
be forgotten that after his marriage had con- 
ferred on him more happiness of mind, his 
irritation against mankind became less bitter. 
He had begun to rectify his opinions, and we 
may find in this some justification for a belief 
that had he lived longer, he would have com- 
pletely abandoned bis errors, and his genius 
would have shone forth without a blemish." 

Such was the narration of Captain and 
it had carried us, unconsciously, deep into the 
night. Our fading lamp brought with it the 
evidence of the lateness of the hour. He 
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seemed pleased with the opportunity of re- 
calling his recollections in the presence of one 
who so evidently sympathised with him. He 

retired with a pressing invitation to me to par- 
take of an ''Anchorite's repast" with him the 
next day. 
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B^B que rAuror en son char xtemontnut^ 
Un miserable Coq a point nomm^ chantoili^ 
AnBSitdt nobe vieiUe, encore plus m]a£iable» 
S'a&blait d*iin jupon enuneiiz et di$testable» 
AllnTnait ime lampe, et eomait droit an lit, 
Ou de tout letir poiivoir, de tout leiir apptftit, 
Dormaiciit lc6 duui j»aUYXua aervaiitcis." 

La Fontaine. 



From my infancy the programme of my daily 
duties included the study of one of the Fables 
of La Fontaine, and if ev^ these first troubles 
of my early life came back vividly to my mind, 
it was in the house of the sisters Fazio. I 
believe I have already said that my companion 
and my hostesses retired in good time to their 
beds. As soon as they were gone I began my 
writing, and about the time when I was attain- 
ing my best sleep, **nos vieilles s'afl&blaient 
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d'un jupon crasseux et detestable,** and 
began tfarir bousehold arrangements for tbe 
day. They bad found out tbat the ills de la 
maison^ bad once served under Captain D , 
and in consequence of this discovery their 
Mendsbip for the gallant seaman almost 
amounted to a passion. It showed itself most 
at tbe matutinal hours when he made his 
early appearance. They overwhelmed liim with 
attentions* and questions, and exclamations, so 
that I could well say with the poor'Marguarite, 
" Meine rube ist bin " ! though, thank God, my 
heart was not oppressed; and I took some 
pleasure in overhearing these conversations in 
the Genois dialect, as they were cutting bread 
and warming coffee for their breakfast. 

The crow of the cock this morning awoke 
us to a splendid day. The night*s rain had 
exhausted all tlie clouds, and the sun had 
warmed the balmy air around us. It was one 
of those fair autumnal mornings only to be 
seen in Italy, and which make us dream of 
spring-time. At eight o'clock Susini knocked 
at the door, to take us to his little cottage to 
breakfast. 

The order and propriety, so rare in Italy, 
seemed to be equally so at La Maddalena (of 
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course, I always except the Deu of Huflb !) I 
was surprised on entering Susini's sitting room, 
paved with brick, and with whitewafihed walls, 
to Sad there a Broad wood's piano» contrasting 
with a fiirnitare otherwise perfectly Spartan. ' 
He told me, however, that his sister had 
married an Englishman, who, after the death of 
his wife, had quitted the island, but left this 
instrument behind him. 

Although Avretchedly in want of the tuner's 
hammer, I was entreated to sit down to it; 
but, luckily, the entrance of a young couple 
alluvved me to rise again without having com- 
mitted much sacrilege against harmony. 

Susioi presented us, with apparent pride as 
weH as pleasure, to his daughter, about fifteen 
yeai's old, married a few months since to 
Augusto Fortuna. This young man, who had 
been an active performer in the events of 
1849, had been obliged to fly his country on 
the entrance of the French into Rome. A 
fortunate chance conducted him to La Madda- 
lena, where, since his marriage, he has become 
in a measure naturalised. In Lim was visible 
the prototype of that handsome and sombre 
countepance which one meets in the Corso 
at the hours of *'La Passeggiata;" while his 
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yoothful ymSe^ firesh, and delicate, might be 

compared witii truth to an opening rose. The 
husband was an ^ elegant'' He wore wnished 

boots. His cravat had the last new tie, his 
handkerchief the last new scent» and his hands 
were covered with kid gloves of the last new 
colour. As to the ladj, the circumference of 
her crinoline^ the number of her flounces, the 
beauty of her lace, and the cut of her mag- 
nificent silk robe ; in 8hort» everything in her 
toilette, was in such exact conformity with 
the jhshiouy that she might have walked into 
any saloon in Paris without exciting the least 
surprise, except by her beauty. To look at 
the blocks of rough rock, and the fishing huts 
of this little island, who would have imagined 
that even here also reigned, in all its tyranny, 
that irresistible power which we call **La 
Mode?" 

"What shall we do now?" said Susini, as 
we rose from break&st. *^ Would you like to 
ascend the heights of ^LaTrinita * and 'Gnardta 
Vecchia,' or would you prefer a visit to Captain 
R or Mr. Webberr 

"I hope," said I, "that with your guidance 
we shall be able to make the entire tour of the 
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island; but^ before eYerythmg, let us go and 

inquire after Captain R , who has sent me 

word that he has been taken ill in the night, 
and cannot reeeiTe us to-day at dinner.** 

** I fear our dear friend has been attacked by 
one of those yiolent palpitations of the heart to 
which he is too subject," said Susini. " Tliey 
haye^ however, become less frequent of late, and 
it is to be hoped that our climate will free him 
from them entirely." 

We soon arrived at his dwelling. His altered 
look showed the seriousness of his illness. Sorry 
at being deprived of our company at dinner, he 
invited us to come back at the hour of tea, and 
by his advice we deferred the ascent of *'La 
Trinita " till the evening, in order to see the 
sunset from its summit. 

He offered us his boat to take us to the farm. 
The day was so hue that it might be said to 
have presented the charms of all the fine seasons 
at once. The breath of spring was blowing 
beneath the sky of summer* and the heavens 
had the transparency and the magic colours of 
autumn. Our skiff glided lightly along the 
flowing bank, and I thought myself under the 
fjEkScination of an enclianting dream. A delicious 
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feeling of silence and solitude came over me as 
I placed my foot on the smiling and desert 

shore. 

What 18 there that has a more exalting and 
inspiriting effect on the mind than solitnde and 
an intimate acquaintance with uncontaminated 
natnre? Jostly was man created tat society. 
Well may the bustle of life be the best school 
of character, the best hattle*fieid of virtue ; but 
I venture to assert that, as the sapling is 
stunted in its growth by being too thickly 

planted, the iioblest qualities of man must 
suffer a like restriction by a ceaseless contact 
with his fellows. I think that it would tend to 
decrease the tedium of life if, instead of shun- 
ning solitnde, we should accustom ourselves to 
it as one of the first duties of self-education, 
tnd seek, in obtaming knowledge of ourselves 
tnd of nature, those imperishable treasures 
irhich are so indispensable in the strife of the 
Torld, but so seldom attained. 

With what delight did I walk along this 
smooth plain, now pressing beneath my feet a 
velvety turf, a,nd now a track of fine sand 
glistening in the sun ! Here ran quickly over 
the ground a pretty beetle, with wings shining 
like metal; and there a multitude of lizards 
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wagging their tails, and proving that even in 
November one was still under the influence of 
summer. 

Do not look here for the beauties of the 
Isola Bella,* or the Isola Madre»** so admired 
by the timid tourist who dares not pass the 

Lago Maggiore^" the general boundary of 
his travels, and who seems to think that Italy 
is a mere nest of brigands, forgetting that the 
papers daily tell of murders and robberies in the 
oentre of populous cities, more frequent and 
more horrible than ever occurred in the places 
he fears to visit. The beauties here are of a 
different kind ! 

Neither will you see any iron gates, adorned 
with proud aimorial shields — nor have to wait 
till an over-fed porter chooses to answer your 
summons. Here you are not placed under thd 
supervision of a series of custodiers, until at last 
you are delivered up to the gardener, to listen 
to his unintelligible catalogue of exotics. Heie 
there is nothing of the kind; you are in Captain 
N— *'s grounds before you are aware of it, for 
a low "muro a secco" will scarcely have 
arrested your attention, and there is no other 
protection. Pluck as many flowers as you will, 
for there is no Argus-eyed watchman to forbid 
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you. To nature and to nature only is entrusted 
the formings the nourishing, and the protection 
of this natural garden. 

I will not fall into the same mistake for 
which I have been reproaching the gardeners of 
the great, and I therefore abstain from any cata- 
logue of the plants which flourish in this little 
corner, so well protected and so sunny ; but we 
may find there all the gifts of Flora and 
Pomona, from the common heath to the tropical 
palm, from the mastic to the vine, from the cab- 
bage to the sugar cane. 

♦ * iK • 

Mr. Webber^s house, to which we next bent 

our steps, is situated about a mile from the 
shore, and forms, with its surrounding grounds, 
an object sufficiently imposing to produce a 
desire to view it more nearly. We approached it 
by a newly-formed carriage drive. The power 
of riches displayed itself on all sides; and if La 
Maddalena had but a few more such wealthy 
colonists, to whom money makes everything 
easy, the dreamy solitude of the island would 
quickly be replaced by noise and bustle. The 
greatest activity prevailed without and within. 
Troops of labourers worked in the plantations 
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and in the buildings. Several grooms were 
dressing the shining coats of spirited horses^ 
while other servants were opening cases of 
elegant furniture. The rooms were full of 
Genoese artificers, laying variegated parquets and 
pavements. The noise of their hammers kept 
time with their songs. Some were whistling 
and some talking, and yet all so entirely devoted 
to their employments, that it was difficult to 
find any one to announce our arrival. We were 
introduced into a room encmnbered with works 
of art, pictures in magnificent frames, and books 
in resplendent bindings ; and in the midst of all 
this, we could not but perceive that our visit, 
though poUteiy received, was singularly inop^ 
portone, Mr. Webber was quite preoccupied 
witli all his treasures, and with the appointment 
of Vice-Consul, of which he had just received the 
official announcement. 

I afterwards heard that the new Yice-Consal 
had made a large fortune in Australia, where 
he had passed ten years in making and selling 
hats, a circumstance which decreased my 
wonder at his having, in the pride of his riches, 
displayed all the magnificence of cities in the 
rural plains of a remote island Uke this. The 
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building vms of a kind of Moresque-Italian style, 
and well placed in an amphitheatie of hills. 

♦ * * 3|t 

Having partaken with Sasini of the modest 
repast the sisters Fazio had prepared for ns, 
and renewed our strength with a few glasses of 
excellent wine, we commenced our walk to La 
Trinita. The road wound gradually up a gentle 
ascent, now covered with brambles^ and now 
with stones. From time to time we encountered 
processions of women and girls^ telling their 
beads devoutly, as they returned from their 
pilgrimage to the chapel of La Tiinita^ ac- 
companied by children laden with boughs of 
arbutus. Here and there were seen horses 
and cows, and goats wandering at pleasura A 
walk of an hour-and-a-half brought us to the 
most elevated point of the island. I do not 
remember ever to have derived so much gratifi- 
cation at so little trouble. The incomparable 
clearness of the atmosphere, united with the 
golden tints of an autumnal sunset, permitted 
us to trace the delicate outlines of the most 
distant mountains. From such an elevation, 
and by some optical illusion, the isles and pro- 
montories between La Maddalena and the 
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Sardinian coasts formed iu appearance six 
lakes. 

* * * ♦ 

In no book, ancient or modem, have I ever 
found any description of La Maddalena. Mons. 
Mimault, Consul de France in Sardinia, where 
he resided many years, is the only author who 
has ever mentioned it. In speaking of the 
district of Terra Nova, he says — 

*'The isles in tbe Straits of Bonifacio are con- 
sidered the third district of the province of 
Gallera. The most considerable of them is 
La Maddalena, the ancient Phintonis of the 
Greeks and Latins, having a superficies of six* 
teen square miles. Caprera has but eight, and 
San Stephano five. Tbe others, Santa Maria, 
Razzoli, Budelli, Sparage, are hardly to be 
called inhabited, as they only contain a few 
riulc huts for tlie shelter of the shepherds when 
they go to look after the flocks of the farmers of 
La Maddalena. In this isle, at a point called 
" Caiagaveia," a little community exists, com* 
posed of settlers from Corsica, in number about 
1500.* They are celebrated for their active and 

* This was written in 1825. Their nimiber now ex- 
ceeds 2000. The name of ** Calagavela" ezistB no longer ; 
at least I never heud it used hy mj one. 
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laborious habits, aud also for their gaiety of 
difipositioii. Tbey are all more or less sailors^ 
and engage in the navy and the mercantile 
marine of Sardinia." 

The church of Santa Trinita, protected by the 
highest rock in the islaud, is the only building 
still standing entire amongst the scattered rains 
on the mountain. This temple^ in all its pri- 
mitive simplicity, has something touching about 
it. Its walls are covered with a multiplicity of 
''£x votes" and pictures^ representing the mi- 
raculous deliverances of the faithful from ship- 
wrecks and other calamities. Once a year, at a 
certain i%te, a priest says mass in this rustic 
fane, the doors of which are open day aud night. 
The order and propriety which reign within, 
the freshly-culled flowers which deck its altar, 
prove with what seal the islanders visit this 
shrine. 

Gladly would I have lingered longer on the 

romantic site of this lonely church, had not the 
approach of twilight warned us that we must 
make the best of our way to Captain R.*s. After 
this long day of walking and fatigues of all 
sorts, the sight of his well-spread tea-table was 
a refreshing one. Nothing was wanting to 
complete the comforts which an Englishman 
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knows 80 well how to gather round him 
whereirer he establishes himself and we enjoy^ed 
it all with double zest, when we saw that the 
indisposition of our host had passed awaj, and 
that he entered with all the energy of his 
amiable nature into a conversation remarkable 
in many respects. 

After giving us some very interesting par- 
ticnlan of his military life» and of his long 
voyages, he took from liis little bookcase two 
documents^ which must now be looked upon as 
rarities beyond price. One was the identical 
• journal which his father kept when nmte on 
board Caj tain Cook's ship, on the last voyage of 
that great navigator round the world. The 
other was a very exact and minute chart of that 
voyage. 

Our Government,*' said Captain B., ^ had 
made an unsuccessful attempt at exploring the 
North Pole. A high reward was offered by 
Act of Parliament for the discovery of the 

. passage supposed to exist between the two seas. 
In 1776 Captain Cook undertook the expedition 
in the sloop ' Resolution,' and my father went 
as mate. He was very skilful in measuring 
distances and in making charts.*' 

Here Captain R. requested us to examine 
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the one before us, which appeared to us to be 
beautifully executed* It exhibited the entire 
course of the ship from the Cape to the Arctic 
Sea, and her return to the spot where her 
gallant commander was murdered. 

The islands discovered by Ker^elen seem to 
have been his first object^ and afterwards New 
Holland and the Society Isles, and tlie archi- 
pelago to which his own name has been given. 
Continuing the course towards the north, he then 
touched the coast of America. This was in 
1777. Then, passing through Behring^s Straits, 
he thought he had attained his end, when he 
suddenly found himself prevented by ice from 
making farther progress. The route then 
altered towards Asia, and coasted Siberia. 
Here agaiu u disappointment occurred, and the 
course was retraced, and was carried on to the 
Sandwich Islandcf, and the navigators were well 
received at Owaihe, and supplied with all they 
required. They sailed thence for Kamsehatka, 
but this project being defeated by the loss of 
the mommast in a gale of wind, they were 
obliged to return to Owaihe. This time, how- 
ever, everything seemed changed ! The natives 
now showed themselves in the character of 
traitors and robbers, and seized one of the 
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boats. Captain Cook went to the chief to re- 
claim iU but on the road, being assaulted hj 
one of the natives, he ordered him to be fired 
upon, and the man was killed. Having had 
occasion for fiiel, Captain Cook*8 people bad 
pulled down an old hut, as they thought it, but 
it unfortunately contained a fetish. The sacri- 
lege," as it was considered by the natives, and 
the death of the man who had been shot, 
excited the wrath of the islanders, who fell 
upon the captain and his four men and mas- 
sacred them on the spot. All this of course is 
well known, but it was very interesting to hear 
it read from this journal with the actual map 

before us. " I know not," said Captain R , 

^ whether it was in derision, or as a trophy of 
triumph, that they sent one of Captain Cook's 
fingers to my &ther, who had remained on 
board, the body itself having been cut to 
pieces." 

The chart on which we traced out the voyage, 
while our friend was reading the journal to us, 
which I should observe was illustrated sometimes 

by pen and ink drawings, was so beautifully exe- 
cuted that I could not help, expressing my sur- 
prise to see remain in private hands a document 
which would be the pride of any royal museum. 
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It was," replied Captain R ^ ** hy a sin- 
gular ehance that it came into my possessioii. 
When my father transmitted these documents to 
George IIL with a detailed report of the expe*- 
ditioxiy the King expressed so much satisfaction, 
that not content with making him a handsome 
present^ he recompensed him further by pro- 
motion. My father crossed the royal thresh- 
old a simple mate, but he re-crossed it a first 
lieutenant. His career, which now looked so 
promisingy was too soon at an end. At the age 
of thirty-six he was cut off by a fever while on 
a voyage on the western coast of Africa. The 
pensions bestowed on bis widow and children 
evinced the estimation in which he was held. 
As to this chart, it had been so iltused and 
torn that it was considered useless, and thrown 
aside accordingly. Happily I succeeded in 
obtaining it, and having always been a diligent 
student of geography, and possessing some 
talent for drawing, I took great pains to restore 
it to its original beauty and perfection. I after- 
wards made an exact copy of it, which I offered 
to the King, and for which he gave me £250, 
and authorised me to retain the original as a 
relic of my father.'* 
Such was the interesting recital of our friend. 
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and I could perceive tbat all the talent of tbe 
&ther had descended to the son. Garibaldi 
afterwards confirmed thia» by telling me that 

Captain R had more than oDce made rapid 

sketches of sites and military positions, which 
had been of great value. His services in the 
British navy were very important* which is 
proved by his having been offered the command 
of the Sardinian fleet, but he preferred retaining 
his independence. 

Our evening was thus spent in a most 
amnsing and instructive manner; and in taking 
leave of our good host, I said to him, 
« Bad as I fear the dinner I can offer you will 
be, I hope yon will accept it, when I tell you 
that the General will be one of my guests." 

I would come," sud he, with the greatest 
pleasure, but my illness forbids it ; nevertheless, 
I will send a representative in the shape of 
several things which will avail you for your 
banquet, and some vrine, in which I hope you 
will drink to your ' absent friends ' not for- 

CH*u. R— «.»g 
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CHAPTER IV. 



A GAPRIOE BEFOBE DEPABTINO. 



I SHOULD have begun to think that the last 
spark of eccentricity had been eztingoished in 
me had I been able to quit these islands without 
for a moment touching the soil of Sardinia; 
and therefore, to the utter astonishment of my 
companion, and in total disregard of the mighty 
cares which burthened bis mind urith regard to 
the coming dinner-party, and obstinately bent 
on following my own caprice^ I profited, by the 
fineness of the morning of the day fixed for 
our feast and our departure, to drag the reluctant 
captain to the beach as soon as the first streaks 
of daylight appeared in the East. 

While the sailors were getting a boat ready, 
I remarked near the landing-place a bomb, 
fixed on a marble pedestal. This projectile I 
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was told was pieserved as a soavenir of the 

young Napoleon, who in 1793 fired it upon the 
idand» when the French endeaToured to get 
possession. The future Emperor was then but 
a lieutenant of artillery. 

A distance of about three English miles 
separates La Maddalena from Parau» the nearest 
point of Sardinia where a landing can be eflfected. 
Our boat went slowly from the shore, and we 
were able to admire the little town in its best 
aspect. The houses^ of one and two stories, 
painted rose-colour and yellow and green, were 
raised around the natural amphitheatre. The 
hills, at the height of about 1,000 feet^ are 
crowned with the forts Balbiano, Guardia- 
Vecchia» Andrea, and Camicia. The clumps 
of flowers and shrubs which embellished the 
houses of the principal inhabitants, the miniature 
marine which enlivened the port, added to the 
smooth and azure sea, formed so liappy and 
perfect a combination, that it looked as if a 
tempest could never have disturbed its tran- 
quillity. A little later, when the sun had raised 
itself by degrees behind the isle of San Stefeno, 
and I saw the bright light shining on the most 
beautiful spots, I felt so intensely the influence 
of the sweet climate and the charm of this soli- 
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tude of uature, that I was overwhelmed with 
the sad thought that in a few more hours the 
" Yirgilio" was to restore me to a life of compara- 
tive monotony. 

It was under this impression that I began to 

try my powers at persuading Captain D of 

the propriety of deferring our return to Italy. I 
proposed to him to go by land to Porto Torres> 
and thence to proceed by next week's steamer 
to Genoa. With a view to shaking his resolves, 
I depicted to him in glowing colours the 
pleasure we should have in running over the 
mountainous region and the verdant valleys of 
La Gallura. I told him we might make a 
pilgrimage to the sanctuary of Logu Santu, 
celebrated for its church of the thirteenth cen- 
tury, where were the relics of Saints Nicholas and 
Trano. That we should be able to visit Tempio 
and la Punta, in Bellestreri — the principal point 
of the granite chain of Monte Limbara, where 
we should encounter the shepherd po|>ulatioD, 
the '^Gallegos'* of Sardinia; and then follow the 
route to Sessari, where we could stop to view 
the Sepolturas de is Gigantes," and the " Nur- 
ha^s,'* as the Sardinians call some curious 
monuments which they believe to be sepul- 
chres. 
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My descriptions were wasted^ my efforts vain. 
I had to work upon a grey-headed sailor, and 
not on an adventurous knight; on a father of a 
family with plenty to do^ and not on an idle 
tourist. I was obliged to console myself with a 
rapid glance at that little point of Sardinia 
where the keel of our boat grounded. Before 
us . was the post station, Parau, where the 
horses of the last stage were allowed a short 
rest before returning: some of them were 
standing there now. Thongh of a good breed, 
they had a pitiful aspect. No care is taken of 
them. They held their heads low, and were 
left in the sun to dry the perspiration their 
jonmey had produced, while their tails were 
actively but iiieiiectually employed in whisking 
the flies which tormented them. 

The transport of letters and passeiiLers is so 
primitive and so wretchedly managed, that 
when the courier arrives at Parau, he seldom 
finds any means at band of getting over to La 
Maddalena, and has to light a large fire as a 
signal for a boat to come over. 

This northern comer of Sardinia offers nothing 
of any interest to a visitor. A solitary, wild and 
desolate plain stretches behind Parau. It is 
covered with bushes of broom and arbutus. 
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Now and then yon see a group of goats^ whose 

wild looks plainly show that the approach of a 
stranger sarprises and troubles them, A small 
piii ty of horsemen, in picturesque costume, and 
armed to the teeth, brought to my mind similar 
rencontres in Sicily, in Greece, and in Barbary. 
I saw that La Gailura deserved its renown for 
smuggling and marauding, but I would willingly 
have braved such perils, could I have penetrated 
farther into the country. 

After a brisk walk of three-quarters of an 
|iour across these masses of bushes^ bathed in 
the rays uf the early morn, we arrived at tlie 
first hut of the peasants, perhaps I should say 
the haors, who are the sole inhabitants of this 
district. It was formed of some lumps of stone 
loosely piled. Flocks of sheep and goats, the 
former at liberty, the latter in pens round the 
houses formed the riches of the owner. Half- 
a-dozen dogs aimounced our arrival to the 
padrone, who came forth with his wife and 
childreii, and the herdsman. He saluted us 
with a dignified simplicity, and invited us to 
enter; and I thought to myself **one must go, 
nowadays, to the confines of the desert, to 
meet with that patriarchal hospitality, which it 
does one so much good to receive, showing us 
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that the cordial manners of what we call the 
good old times still exist in some remote 
parts. 

I was not a little surprised at the order and . 
propriety of the interior of this poor dwelling. A 
large family-bed occupied one end of the room, 
and the rest was anranged as a kitchen with its 
various utensils around it. A few benches 
served for seats ; a piece of mutton was boiling 
over a circle of heated stones in the middle of 
the room ; and as there was no vent for the 
smoke but through the doorway, it was easy to 
imagine the case of these people when the 
weather obliged them to close the door : dark* 
ness and blindness, or cold and rain, must be 
their alternatives. 

Having heard so much of the national cos- 
tume of Sardinia, which is said to be that of 
the Phoenicians of old, I was very desirous of 
examining it. It may be more to be admired 
in the towns and villages, but all that I saw 
was miserable enough ! The padrone and the 
herdsman wore the true dress of the country, 
as tliey told me. Their caps, their long vests, 
bound around vrith a girdle ; thehr ample cloaks 
and their gaiters, all except their fiill linen 
trousers^ were made of a coarse serge, called 
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Turresi.'' Each family weaves this stuii^ for 
themselves ont of the dark wool of their flocks. 
A vast quantity is thus produced in Gallura, 
but it is not exported. 

The dress of a Sardinian is entirely wanting 
in the grace of form and the vivid colours 
which distinguish that of the Italians, who^e 
costumes entirely harmonise with their gay 
and careless character. 

The little time we had to spare wore rapidly 
away. A look from my companion, after in- 
specting his watch, recalled to my mind our 
approaching departure, and having distributed 
a few muta " among the children, we retraced 
our stepe to Parau. 

For this time, dear reader, I will put your 
patience to no longer trial. I will not weary 
you with further descriptions of beauties, which 
raised in me such overflowing admiration that 
I could not help expatiating upon them. 

On our return to La Maddalena the sea was 
so smooth that we had to trust entirely *to our 
oars, and to incite our rowers to every exertion 
to diminish the distance between us and the 
land as quickly as possible. 

You are just in time," cried Susini from 
the shore. " Your guests arc all here ; the 

N 
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diimer is ready ; and as ibis line weather will 
bring the * Virgilio ' here before her time, we 
have not a moment to lose." 

We gave our fnend» a hurried reception, 
and begged them to enter onr modest abode, 
and place themselves at once around the table 
of the Fazios, which doubtless had not been 
honoured with such an assembly since it com- 
menced its career as a table. 

If the banquet which I set before tliem was 
not all that an epicure could wish, at least it 
was done justice to by my friendly visitors; 
and the delightful conversation of the General, 
the broad humour of the Captain, and the good 
manners of my other friends, repaid my cares as 
amply as I could desire. 

Towards the close of the repast Captain R— 
came in, and no doubt many a tale and many a 

toast would have further prolonged our sitting, 
had not a messenger appeared to spoil our plea- 
sure, by the announcement that the ^ Virgilio*' 
was ready to start. 

Her steam was up. Tbie same boat which had 
brought us ashore a few days ago took us again 
on board, again impeUed by the strong arm of 
the young Menotti. 
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With Bilent emotion tlie General pressed 
my liand, and before I was aware, he was 
gone. 

This momeutary streak of light in mj exist- 
ence had passed away, and the dimness of 

every-day life was to surround me once more. 



THB END. 
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THE NEWSPAPER PRESS OF THE 

PK;S£NX day. Is. 6d. 

ARMY MISRULE; BARRACK THOUGHTS. 

By a Comicii SoLDUB. 9t. 



CRISPIN KEN. 

By tfa« Author rd * Miriam May.* Dedicated, by special permissiun, (o 
the Hon. Sir E. B. Lytton, B«rt., M.P. 10*. M. 

WHO SHALL BE DUCHESS ? or, 

THE NEW U>RD OF BUALEXOH. A Novel. 3 vol*., 31*. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE. A Novel. 2 vols., 21s. 
THE SKELETON IN THE CUPBOARD. 

By Lady Scott. 2 vols. 21s. 

TOO LATE. 

By Mrs. Di^i^dale. Dedicated, bypemiBsioA to Bight Hon. Sir 
B. Lytton« Bart., M.P. 78. 6d. 

WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE. 

By the Author of ''Ptenl Ferroll.*' Third Edition. lOt. 6d. 

The RECTORS DAUGHTERS, i vol., los. 6d. 
HELEN. A Romance of Real Life. 7s. 6d. 

GERTRUDE MELTON; or, 

NATURE'S NOBLEMAN. A Tale. 78. 6d. 

MY WIFE'S PINMONEY. 

By E. E. Nbuok, « gtmnd niooo of the great Lord Nehon. fie. 

THE EMIGRANTS DAUGHTER. 

Dedicate<i, by permission, to the Empress of Rassia. 5e. 
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MIRIAM MAY. 4th Edidon. los. 6d. 
WHISPERING VOICES OF THE YULE. 

Tales for Christmas. 6s« 

THE SENIOR FELLOW. 

A Tale of CMal Life. 10s. 6d. 

ALMACK'S. 

A Novel. Dedicated to the Ladies PatrooMses oi the Balls at Almack's. 
New Edition, 1 vol, crown 8vo, lOs. 6d. 

NELLY CAREW. 

By Mias Powsa. 2 vols, 21s. 

MEMOIRS of a LADY IN WAITING. 

By the Antbor of 'Adventures of Mrs. Colond Somerset in CalTraria.' 
2 vols, 18s. 

HULSE HOUSE. 

A Novel. By the Author of * Anne Gray.* 2 vols, post 8vo, 2l8. 

THE NEVILLES OF GARRETSTOWN. 

A Historical Tale. EditeT?, and with a Preface by the Author of 
•Emilia Wyndham.' 3 vols, post 8vo, Sis. 6d. 

CORVODA ABBEY. 

A Tale. 1 vol, post Svo, XOs. 6d. 

THE VICAR OF LYSSEL. 

The Diary of a Gleigyman in the 18th eentary. 4s. fid. 

GOETHE IN STRASBOURG. 

A Dramatic Nouvelette. By H, Noel Haraphroys. 78. 6d. 

ROTTEN ROW. A NoveL 2 vols., 21s. 

SQUIRES AND PARSONS. 

A Church Novel. 1 vol. iOs. 6d. 

. THE DEAN; or, the POPULAR PREACHER. 

By Bbrkblit Aiutf, Author of * Anne Shenvood.* 3 vols, post 8vo» 
3l8. 6d. 

CHARLEY NUGENT; or, 

PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF A SUB. A Novel, S vob, post Sw; 

31s. 6d. 
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PAUL FERROLL. 

By the Author of « IX Potms by V.' . Foturtih Edition. Pott 8to, 10b. fid. 

SWEETHEARTS AND WIVES. 

B^' Marguhrhh a. Power. A Novel. 3 vols., 31b. 6d. 

The LOOSE SCREW. A Novel 3 TOls.,318. 6<L 

LADY AUBREY; or, 

WHAT SHALL I DO ? By the Author of * Every Day.' A Novel. 

2 vols ,2)3. 

THE IRONSIDES. 

A Tale of the English CommonwMlth. 3 vols.. Sis. 6d. 

AGNES HOME. A Novel, ids. 6d. 

LA CAVA; or, 

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE NEAPOLITANS 10s. 6d. 

ANSELMO. 

A Tale of Bflodein Italy. 2volt.,21t. 

THE DALRYMPLES; or, 

LONG CRKDIT AISD LONG CLOTH. lOs. 6d. * 

INSTINCT AND REASON. 

By Lftdy Jvua Lockwood. 6i. 

The HISTORY of ELMIRE DE ST. CLAIRE, 

during the period of her Residence in the Country with a Clergyman*8 
Funily. A T^e of Real Life. . 

AN M.P. IN SEACH OF A CREED. 

A Novel. lOs. 6d. 

CARELADEN HOUSE. A Novel. los. 6d- 



Sir E. L. Bulwer*s Eva, 

AND OTHBR POEMS. 

Earl Godwin's Feast, 

AND OTHER FOBMS. By Stewart Lockyer. 
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Saint Bartholomew^ Day, 

AND OTHBR POEMS. By Stewart Loekyer. 

Sacrcci Poems. 

By the late Right Hod. Sir Robert Grant, wtth a Notice by Lord 
Qlenelg. 

JlUStace ; 

Aa Kiegy. By the Right Hoq. Chariea Tennyaon D'Kynconrt. 

The Pleasures of Home, 

By the Rev. !• T. Campbell. 

Friendship ; 

AND OTHER POEMS. By HiBBftHicus. 6a. 

Judith ; 

AND OTHER FORMS. By Francis Mills, M.R.C.S.L. 6s. 

The Convert, 

AND OTHER POEMS. 6a. 

Oberon's Empire. 

A Mask. 

The Spirit of Home* 

By SyWan. 

The Moslem and the Hindoo. 

A Poem on die Sepoy Revolt. By a Qradoate of Oxford. 

Palm am, qui Meruit, Ferat. 

By Normaa B. Yonge. 

Miscellaneoiis Poems. 

By an Indian Officer. 

The Shadow of the Yew, 

AND OTHER POEMS. By Normaa B. Yonge. 

Carmagnola. 

An Italian Tale of the Fifteenth Contnry. 

Hanno. 

A Tragedy, l lie Scconil Edition. 



Digitized by Google 



MESSRS. SAUNDBRS, OTLEY, AND CO.*S 

BAST INDIA ARMY, COLONIAL AND 
GENERAL AGENOY. 

90, CoNOOiT Strebt^ Hanovbr Squabi» 

London. 

(Clot$ 10 (h$ " Oriental aub.") 

MaMft. Saundbrb, Otlbt, and Co. beg to annonnce that in con- 

seqnenco of their (laily increasing relations with India, Aastralia, 
and the Colonies, they have opened an East India Army, Colonial, 
and General Agency, in connection wltii their long^estabuehed Pab- 
liahing House, and they take this opportanity to invite the attention 
of Regimental Messes, Officers, Membeni of the Civil Service, and 
other Residents in India, Aastralia, and the Colonies thereto, and to 
the Advaatagee It offers. 

BANKING DEPARTMENT. 

Pat, Pbnsions, Fond Allowamcbs, DmnsNDs, &c., drawn and 
remitted with n^alarity. Saisa of, and iHYiivifBHni in, Ooreni' 

mcnt Stock, Fr rii^^n Securities, &c., effected* Bvwy Othor deterip* 
tioD of fiNanciAi. Bosinrss transacted. 

•VPFUY DBPAKTMBIIT. 

MiscBLLANBons SupPLiBS OF BVBRT DB8CRIPTI0N, inclnding Provi- 
sions. Wines, Plate, Jewellery, Books, Gans, Band Instruments, 
Clothing, &c., carefallj selected and despatched bj Overland Roots, 
or Sailing Ship, to Regiments md Mesiss in India, Aastndia,and 

the Colonies. 

PaivATB Orders from Officers, Members of the Civil Service, and 
Residents in India, Anstralia, and the Colonies generally, are execu- 
ted with care, economy, efficiency, and promptitude. 

All orders should be accompanied by full and detailed directions* 

PBRSONAIi AGENCY DEPARTMENT. 

The Constituents of Messrs. Saunders, Otley, and Co. may depend 
upon receiving every attention to their requirements and instructions. 
Every assistance will be afforded to their Constituents and thdr 
Families on their arrival in England^ with the view to relieve them 
from every possible inconvenience. 

Charge, when required, will be taken of children coming from 
India and the Colonies, and amuigements will be made for their edu- 
cation in England. 

To those going out to In.iia, Australia, and the Colonies, Messrs. 
Saunders, Otley, and Co. r/fer their services to sscare passages Over- 
land, or by Ship, and to afford them all necessary information con- 
nected therewith. 

All Letters, PwtveY/, &c., will be received by Messrs. Sannderst 
Otle^, and Co., for t'jeir Constituents (whether in England, induit or 
the Colonies), to ir,nom they will be forwarded regularly. 

TBRMS. 

No Commission rHARORo on the execution of Orders, whether 
from Regimental Messes or Private Individuals, wubn ACCOMFANiBn 
BT A ^BMnTAHca, and a small Oisoonnt at all times allowed. 
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